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INTRODUCTION 


It has been our wish of long standing that the 
autobiography of Yukichi Fukuzawa, our esteemed 
founder of Keio-gijuku University, should be trans- 
lated into European languages so as to be introduced 
to the Western reading world. We are happy that 
it has now been made accessible at least to the 
English speaking people through the efforts of one 
of his grandsons, Mr. Eiichi Kiyooka. This is an 
occasion of joy not only to Fukuzawa’s pupils, but 
an important event for Japanese literature generally. 

The historic significance of Fukuzawa's work 
in the closing period of the Tokugawa shogunate 
and throughout the greater part of the Meiji era 
was unique. From the early years of the Seven- 
teenth Century when the Tokugawa government 
adopted a strict policy of seclusion, until the middle 
of the Nineteenth' Century when it concluded com- 
mercial treaties with America, England, Russia and 
other countries, Japan had practically no place at 
all in the progress of the world’s history. But 
within the seventy or eighty years since that time, 
this Japan has come to be one of the powers of the 
world and to occupy a position in international 
politics which no one can disregard. Without being 
boastful, we can afiirm this rapid change and pro- 
gress to be a rare instance in the history of the 
world. 

No doubt the Japanese people had the capacity 
for growth, but we must admit that, despite some 
errors made in the process, the wise application of 
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European arts and sciences vras the greatest factor 
in accomplishing the change. In a period when the 
Japanese were as nearly ignorant of the world as 
the world was of Japan, Fukuzawa first taught 
them the general situation of the world, and then 
acted as their foremost leader in the study and 
infusion of Western arts and sciences. 

In 1853, when America urged the Shogun’s 
government to open its ports, sending the message 
by a fleet imder the command of Commodore 
Perry, the Japanese for the first time saw the 
spectacle of a powerful Western nation standing 
face to face with their own country. With the 
consequent fear for the national existence, a keen 
sense of nationalism arose among the people. This 
nationalism manifested itself among the more simple 
minded as the movement of Jot, or the expulsion 
of all foreigners and the rejection of all that was 
European. This Joi was made a very effective 
political instrument by the opponents of the sho- 
gunate — chiefly the discontented and able samurai 
of lower ranks — ^who claimed that the shogunate 
had 3 n.elded to foreign demands and submitted to 
foreign aggression. But the statesmen and scholars 
who were better informed on the situation of the 
world had long felt the impossibility of really carry- 
ing out such a policy. Also they had seen that the 
only way to place Japan’s national independence on 
a firm basis was to educate the people, to modernize 
armaments, and to develop national industry by 
following the Western learning. 

Fukuzawa belonged to this latter group. He 
was most daring in his utterances, and had the 
widest knowledge and keenest insight; moreover, 
there was a certain magnetism and familiarity in 
his style which made him a favorite author of the 
public His writings are now collected in seventeen 
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large octavo volumes. In examining their contents 
one cannot help being struck by the variety and 
width of the subjects he handled with such unfailing 
mastery. One will see that in the early days, when 
the Japanese were utterly unfamiliar with anything 
modem, he began by teaching them the outlines of 
the history and geography of the world, the ele- 
mentary principles of physics and chemistry and 
astronomy, methods in bookkeeping by double 
entry, the art of public speaking, as well as the 
science of military tactics in field warfare and siege 
of fortresses and the construction and handling of 
infantry rifles. 

An instance of Fukuzawa’s extensive influence 
is told by General Murata who, once the foremost 
authority on ordnance in the army of the new 
Japan, made an improvement on the rifles used by 
our army. He relates that his first knowledge on 
rifl^ and the art of shooting was obtained from 
Fukuzawa’s book. 

For a single scholar and author to do such an 
amount of work in such diversified fields will be 
an absolute impossibility in future times. Fukuzawa 
once said that he was an imofficial teacher and 
adviser of the Meiji government, and that was an 
unesaggerated statement of his true position in 
society. 

Very happily, Fukuzawa lived to see the full 
r^ults of his efforts. Japan in 1901, when he 
di^, was certainly insignificant when compared 
with Japan of today ; still, recalling the days of his 
youth, he must have foxmd it difficult to realize 
that it was the same nation which had once felt 
itself menaced by Perry’s small fleet. His great 
satisfaction with the progress of the country he 
had helped to lead out of its obscure mediaevalism 
is esqpressed in the last pages of his autobiography 
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PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION 


As it is often the custom with foreign men of 
learning to leave an account of their lives for the 
benefit of posterity, many members of our univer- 
sity had, for some time, wished our Fukuzawa 
Sensei to do the same. Some of them had actually 
spoken of it to him, but Sensei had always been 
very busy and had no spare time to undertake the 
writing. But the year before last, in the autumn, 
he had occasion to teU some of his reminiscences 
of the period of the Restoration at the request of 
a certain foreigner. At that time. Sensei, on a 
sudden thought, called in a writer of shorthand, 
and had the oral narrative of his life from early 
childhood to old age taken down. Later he made 
several corrections in the manuscript, and had it 
published in a serial form in his Jiji-shinpo, begin- 
ning last July and continuing till the February of 
this year under the title of Fukuo Jiden (Autobio- 
graphy of Aged Fukuzawa). 

Since these notes are simply a narrative based 
on his casual memory told in order as he recalled 
each incident, it is more an informal talk than an 
autobiography. Therefore, Sensei had plaimed to 
write a companion volume so as to supply what 
was left out in the present one, and to make a 
complete account of the be ginning of our inter- 
course with foreign nations, and also of the last 
phases of the diplomatic steps taken by the Shogun’s 
government. The general plan of this second vol- 
ume had already been made, but in September of 
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Preface to tJte First Edition 

last year Sensei was suddenly overcome by a severe 
illness which prevented his can^ung it out. When 
Sensei recovers from his illness, he will have the 
second volume published and satisfy our present 
regret. 

June, 1899. 

JUI-SHINPO 
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CHAPTER I 


CHILDHOOD: THE FAMILY LIFE OF 
A YOUNGER BROTHER 

I WILL begin by telling something about my 
family. My father was a samurai (retainer) in 
the service of Okudaira, the daimyo (overlord) 
of Nakatsu in the province of Buzen on the 
island of Kyushu. My mother, called 0-Jun as 
her given name, was the eldest daughter of 
Hashimoto Hamaemon, another samurai of the 
same clan. In social order my father was higher 
than the conunon “foot-soldier.” In today’s so- 
ciety his position would probably correspond to 
hanninkan, the lowest rank of government officials. 
It was not much of importance anyway, since he 
was barely allowed to have a formal audience with 
the lord. 

My father had been made “securer of the 
foundation” {motojimeyaku), or in other words, 
the overseer of the treasury. Consequently he 
had to spend much of his time at his lord’s 
storage office and headquarters in the dty of 
Osaka. 

Therefore all of us children were bom in 
Osaka, five in all — ^first a boy, then three girls, 
and then myself, the yoimgest. I was born on the 
twelfth of December in the fifth year of Tenpo era 
(according to the modern calendar, January 10, 
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1835) when, my father was forty-three years old 
and my mother thirty-one. 

A year and a half later, in June, my father 
died. At that time, my brother was only eleven, 
and I was a mere infant, so the only course for 
our mother to follow was to take her children 
with her back to her original feudal province of 
Nakatsu, which she did. 

What I seem to remember best about Nakatsu 
is the fact that we children never quite mixed 
with other children there. Though we had dozens 
of cousins, and there were flocks of children in 
the neighborhood, we never seemed to get along 
with any of them, or play with them, as we did 
among ourselves. There was no real reason for 
this, but having a different Osaka dialect, we chil- 
dren grew self-conscious even in saying *'yes” 
and “no” to our neighbors. Then my mother, 
although she was a native of Nakatsu, had ac- 
customed herself to the life of Osaka, then the 
most prosperous dty in Japan, and so the way she 
dressed us and arranged our hair made us seem 
queer in the eyes of these people in a secluded 
town on the coast of Kyushu. And having nothing 
else to wear but what we had brought from 
Osaka, naturally we felt more comfortable to stay 
at home and play among ourselves. 

I must mention a very important characteristic 
of our family. My father was really a scholar. 
And the scholars of the time, different from those 
of today, disdained to spend any thought on 
money, or even to touch it. My father always 
longed for a secluded uncontaminated life with 
his books and the noble philosophy of the ancient 
sages. Yet he was forced to attend to the most 
worldly ^airs, for as an overseer of a treasury, 
it was his duty to associate with merchants, and 
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to count money, and to negotiate the contraction 
of debts for his lord. Sometimes when his lord 
was in diflSculty, my father had to bargain with 
the rich money-lenders like Kajimaya and Konoike 
of Osaka. 

In thK work he was unhappy, and so when it 
came to bringing up his children, he tried, it 
seems to me, to give them what he thought was 
an ideal education. For instance, he once sent 
them to a teacher for calli^aphy and general 
education. The teacher lived in the compoimd of 
the lord’s storage office, but having some mer- 
chants’ children among his pupils, he naturally 
began to train them in numerals : “ Two times 
two is four, two time three is six, etc.” This, 
today, seems a very ordinary thing to teach, but 
when my father heard this, he took his children 
away in a fury. 

“It is abominable,” he exclaimed, “that inno- 
cent children should be taught to use numbers — 
the instrument of merchants. There is no telling 
what the teacher may do next.” 

I heard of this incident later from my mother, 
for I was too small at the time to be sent with 
the others to the teacher. 

At any rate one may easily see that he was a 
very strict father who never compromised on what 
he felt was just. From the writings he left, I 
know that he was a disciple of Confucianism to 
the very heart. Among the great scholars on 
Chinese philosophy, my father had a particular 
respect for Ito Togai, and was literally living the 
old saying, “When one’s heart is true, and the 
mind is just, a broken thatch is no shame.” 

My father’s ideas survived him in his family. 
All five of us children lived with few friends to 
visit us, and having no one to influence us but 
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oiir mother who lived only in the memory of her 
husband, it was as if father himself were living 
with us. So in Nakatsu, with our strange habits 
and apparel, we imconsciously formed a group 
apart, and although we never revealed it in words, 
we looked upon the neighbors around us as less 
refined than ourselves. Even our cousins were, 
we felt, not quite like ourselves. We did not 
reproach them for any breach of good manners, 
for we were too few to assert our superiority. 
We simply held our self-possession deep in our 
hearts and stood aloof. 

I still remember that I was always a lively 
happy child, fond of talk and romping about, but 
I was never good at climbing trees and I never 
learned to swim. This was perhaps because I did 
not play with the neighborhood children. 

Thus we lived apart in the alien place and 
had many lonely experiences in ways not usually 
felt, but our home life was a happy one. Though 
there was no father to lord it over us, we children 
never quarreled among ourselves or annoyed our 
mother. It was not that our mother was strict, 
or that she took particular pains in teaching us 
manners, but we naturally grew up to be obedient 
and thoughtful. It must have come from the 
memory of the father and the quiet influence of 
the mother. 

As an instance of the discipline observed, we 
never had a musical instrument in our home, nor 
did we ever think of hearing music, for that was 
an amusement imworthy of the samurai. like- 
wise, it was natural that it never occurred to us 
to go and see a play. In the summer time during a 
festival, there would sometimes be a series of plays 
lasting seven days together when the traveling 
actors set up their temporary stage in the Sumi- 
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yoshi temple-yard. Then there would always be a 
proclamation that the samurai of our clan should 
not attend the plays or even go beyond the stone 
wall of the temple. 

Though the proclamation sounded very strict, 
it amounted to a mere scrap of words. Many of 
the less scrupulous samurai would go to the plays 
with their faces wrapped in towels, wearing only 
the shorter of the two swords which all samurai 
wore — thus making themselves appear like common 
people. These disguised samurai broke over the 
bamboo fence of the theatre, whereas the real 
common people paid their fees. When the man- 
agement tried to stop the intruders, they would 
utter a menacing roar and go striding on to take 
the best seats. 

Among the many samurai families of middle 
and low class, ours was perhaps the only one that 
did not see the plays. Though all women love 
the theatre, my mother never let herself mention 
it, and we children never asked a question about 
it. Sometimes after a warm day we might go out 
together for a stroll in the cool of the evening. 
As we walked along, we would see the canvas of 
the temporary theatre come into view, but we 
would never speak of the plays that were being 
staged. Such was our family. 

As I have mentioned, my father was unhappy 
in the worldly duties which it was his lot to 
perform. He might have broken with his master 
and gone to seek his fortune elsewhere, but he 
did not entertain such an idea. Apparently he 
submitted to the distasteful position, and buried 
his discontent in his heart. Perhaps it was because 
he knew that it was impossible to overcome the 
rigid custom of the time. 

There is a story that makes me sorry for 
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him : When I was bom, I was found to be a rather 
thin but big-boned child, and the midwife said that 
I would grow up to be a fine man if only I was 
fed plenty of milk. This made my father very glad. 

“This is a good child,” he often said to my 
mother. “When he gets to be ten or eleven 
years old, if all goes well, I will send him to a 
monastery and make a priest of him.” 

Later, after the loss of my father, my mother 
once told me that she never understood why he 
wanted me to be a priest. “ But,” she said, “ if 
your father were still living, you would be a 
priest of some temple by now.” 

Years later, when I came to tmderstand better, 
I realized that all this wish of my father’s was a 
result of the feudal system of that time with the 
rigid law of inheritance: sons of high officials 
following their father in office, sons of foot- 
soldiers always becoming foot-soldiers, and those 
of the families in between having the same lot 
for centuries without change. For my father, 
there had been no hope of rising in society what- 
ever effort he might make. But when he looked 
around, he saw that for me there was one possible 
road to advancement — the priesthood. A fish 
monger’s son had been known to have become a 
Buddhist abbot. 

I believe I am not far from the truth in 
thinking that this may have been my father’s 
reason for directing me to the priesthood. I am 
filled with heart-pity when I think that he should 
have lived the forty-five years of his life in the 
fetters of the feudal system, and died before any 
of his desires had been fulfilled. He had deter- 
mined to put his son in a monastery that he might 
have some wider field of thought and life which 
had been denied to himself. When I think of 
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this, I realize his inward suffering and his un- 
fathomable love, and I am often moved to tears. 
For, all in all, the feudal system was my father’s 
greatest enemy. 

But despite my father’s wish, I did not 
become a priest. Nor did I do any studying at 
home as he would have encouraged me to, for 
there was nobody to force me to do so. My 
brother, who had taken my father’s place in the 
family, was yet a young man; my mother was 
obliged to do all the house-work, feeding and 
clothing the five of us children by herself, as she 
did not have enough means to hire a servant. 
Naturally, our education was neglected in the busy 
rush of daily work. 

It was not unusual for the small sons of the 
Nakatsu clan to study Chinese classics such as 
Lun Yu, the sayings of Confucius, and Ta Hsueh, 
a book of ethics, but it was never much en- 
couraged. I suppose there is no child in the world 
naturally fond of study ; so perhaps I was not the 
only one to take advantage of a parent’s leniency, 
and to profess a dislike of books. 

However, when I was fourteen or fifteen years 
old, I found that many of the boys of my age 
were studying these classics ; and I became ashamed 
of myself and willingly started to school. It was 
embarrassing in the beginning, for I was a young 
man of fifteen beginning with the oral reading of 
Mencius, while other boys of my age were discus- 
sing the books of Chinese philosophy (Shih Ching 
and Shu Ching.) 

The system followed there was that the ad- 
vanced students gave lessons in oral reading to 
the new students early in the morning, and then 
later they all had an open discussion of the subject. 
Perhaps I was somewhat talented in literature, for 
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I could discuss a book with some older student 
who had taught me the reading of it earlier in the 
morning, and I was always upsetting his argument. 
This feUow knew the words well, but he was 
slow to take in the ideas they expressed. So it 
was an easy matter for me to hold a debate with 
him. 

I changed from two or three different schools, 
but I studied most xmder the care of a master 
named Shiraishi. Under his guidance I made rapid 
progress, and in fomr or five years I had no 
difficulty in studying a good part of the Chinese 
classics. 

Shiraishi Sensei placed special emphasis on the 
classics, and so we gave much of our time to the 
studies of Lun Yu, Mencius, and all the other 
books of ancient sages. Especially as our master 
was fond of Shih Ching and Shu Ching, we often 
listened to his lectures on these books. Also 
Meng Ch’iu, Shih Shuo, Tso Chuan, Chan Kuo 
Ts’e, Lao Tzu, and Chuang Tzu. As for historical 
books, we had Shih Chi, Ch’ien Hou Han Shu, 
Chin Shu, Wu Tai Shih, Yuan Ming Shih Lueh, etc. 

Of all the books I read at Shiraishi’s school, 
Tso Chuan was my favorite. While most of the 
students gave it up after reading three or four 
volumes out of the fifteen, I read all — eleven times 
over— and memorized the most interesting passages. 
Thus in the course of time I became zenza, or 
sub-master, in Chinese classics. 

Shiraishi Sensei belonged to the school of 
Kamei; in fact, he worshipped that master of 
sound philosophy, and rather despised the delicate- 
ly literary, and did not encourage the writing of 
lyric poetry among us. There was, at that time, 
a certain poet and satirist, Hirose Tanso; of him 
our old master would disparagingly say that he 
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could not write a line of perfect Chinese and was 
a mere trifling poet in Japanese. Likewise, of an- 
other literary contemporary, Rai Sanyo, he would 
say, “K his writings are called ‘literature,’ then 
anybody’s scribblings might be literature too. A 
man may stammer, but his meaning will be under- 
stood ! ” Following our master, we disciples soon 
learned to think little of those he denounced. 

My late father was like Shiraishi, for although 
he was in Osaka, and Sanyo lived in Kyoto, not 
far away, they never exchanged courtesies. My 
father, however, did become a friend of another 
scholar, Noda Tekiho. I do not know what kind 
of man this Tekiho was, but if my father made 
him a friend while avoiding Sanyo, this Tekiho 
must have been a scholar of true worth. At any 
rate, as Kamei Sensei had created his own theory 
as to the interpretation of Chinese philosophy, his 
disciples were often at odds with scholars of other 
groups. 

Besides these studies at school, I was very 
clever at doing little thin^ with my hands, and I 
loved to try inventing and devising things. When 
something fell in the well, I contrived some means 
to fish it out. When the lock of a drawer failed 
to open, I bent a nail in many ways, and poking 
into the mechanism, somehow opened it. These 
were my proud moments. I was good at pasting 
new paper on the inner doors of the house, which 
^e called sho/i. Every so often when the old 
lining of the shqfi turned gray with dust, it had 
to be taken off and new white paper pasted on the 
frame. So I used to do all this work for our own 
house, and sometimes one of our relatives hired 
me out to help him do the work in his hotee. I 
was proud to do all I was asked, for I wcis quick 
and clever in every little work. 
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As I grew older, I began to do a greater 
variety of things, such as mending the wooden 
clogs and sandals — I mended them for both my 
brother and sisters — and fixing broken doors and 
leaks in the roof. As we were poor, it was neces- 
sary that one member of the family should look 
to keeping the house in repair. I bought a large 
needle and changed the covering of the tatami— 
the thick mats that are used to cover the floors. 
Also I knew how to split bamboo and put hoops 
around buckets and tubs. 

Later, I began to earn money by making 
wooden clogs and fitting out swords, I never 
attempted to polish the blade, but I could lacquer 
the sheath, wind the cords around the handle, and 
somehow put on the metal fittings. I still have a 
short sword which I fitted out myself, though of 
course, it is of poor workmanship as I look at it 
now. I learned these arts from various acquaint- 
ances among the samurai who were practising 
them to help their living. 

For any work in metals it is very necessary to 
have a good file; I had a difiicult time in making 
one for myself. I knew how to make an ordinary 
file from a steel bar, after a fashion, but the fine 
file for sharpening saws was beyond my art. 
Years later, when I first came to Yedo, I was 
surprised at the sight of a boy, an apprentice to 
a blacksmith, making a saw-file. I still remember 
the place. It was at Tamachi on the right-hand 
side of the street as I entered the city. The boy 
had the file on a piece of leather on an anvil, and 
was chiseling away at very fine notches as if he 
never realized there was any wonder in it. I 
stopped and watched him, thinking what a great 
city of industry this must be where even a young- 
ster could make a saw-file such as I myself had 
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never dreamed of making. This was the first 
shock I received on coming to the city. 

Thus ever since my childhood, besides my love 
of books, I have been accustomed to working with 
simple, homely things. And even yet, in my old 
age, I find myself handling planes and chisels, and 
making and mending things. But these are only 
the little common things, devoid of art. I possess 
little of what people call “good taste.” I care 
nothing for the kind of clothes I wear or the kind 
of house I live in. I do not even see why it is 
better to wear one garment over the other in a 
certain way. Still less do I understand why fash- 
ions in dress should change every year. In this 
common-place, utilitarian life of mine, if I might 
claim any one thing that I do know unusually 
well, it would be the art of swords, with their 
proper equipment in all parts and structure. I 
believe this taste came from my early work in 
sword-fitting though my work never was more 
than that of an amateur. 

I was always unconcerned with the ways of 
society, and it was my inborn nature to act always 
in my own way. Since all the samurai of small 
means kept no servants, they were obliged to go 
out and do their own shopping. But according to 
the convention among the warrior class, they were 
ashamed of being seen handling money. There- 
fore, it was customary for samurai to wrap their 
faces with small hand-towels and go out after 
dark whenever they had an errand to do. 

I hated having a towel on my face and have 
never worn one. I even used to go out on errands 
in broad day-light, swinging a wine bottle in one 
hand, with two swords on my side as becomes a 
man of samurai rank. 

“This is my own money,” I would say to 
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ms^self. “ I did not steal it. What is wrong with 
buying things with my own money?” Thus, I 
believe, it was with a boyish pride and conceit 
that I made light of the mock gentility of my 
neighbors. 

When guests were expected at our house, I 
often cooked burdocks and radishes to help my 
mother in the kitchen. But as soon as the guests 
arrived, I disappeared into a closet. I did not 
want to see them lazily eating and drinking and 
talking nonsense. I often wished they would hurry 
and go away, but of course they never did. So I 
would take my supper before they appeared, drink 
my wine— for I was fond of it — and then I would 
crawl into some little closet in which we kept our 
bedding, for that was the only refuge I had in the 
small house. I would stay there, lying on the pile 
of bedding until the guests were all gone, which 
was often very late. Then I would crawl out 
again, and spread my bed in the usual comer of 
the room. 

My brother had many friends who used to 
come in the evening and ^scuss the questions of 
the day. Sometimes I listened to them, but being 
yet a youngster, I was never allowed to join in. 
Frequently the subject of the conversation turned 
to Rekko of Mito and Shungaku Sama of Echizen, 
two scholars whom all the students of the nation 
honored. As Rekko of Mito was a close relation 
of the Shogun, respect for him was very deep. In 
mentioning him in conversation, people did not 
speak his name directly. Scholars, in scholarly 
language, would call him “Mito-no Roko” (The 
venerable aged lord of Mito) while the unlearned 
would cah him “Mito-no Goinl^o Sama” (The honor- 
able retired-lord of Mito,) always careful to use 
the honorific title “ Sama.” Inspired by all this, I 
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too believed that he was the greatest man in the 
world. 

Then there was Egawa Tarozaemon, also much 
respected as a scholar and a great man. Again, 
as he was hatamoto, or an immediate retainer of 
the Shogun, everybody referred to him, even in 
private conversation, by the honorific title of 
“Sama,” as “Egawa Sama.” Once I heard my 
brother mention to his friend that this great man, 
Egawa Tarozaemon, was a hero of modem times, 
for his self-control was such that he was able to 
live through the winters in summer clothing. 

“ H’m, I can do that myself,” I thought as I 
listened. And after that, without disclosing my 
intention to anybody, I began to sleep on the 
floor rolled up in only one quUt. My mother was 
much worried when she learned this. 

“What nonsense is this?” she said. “You 
will take cold ! ” 

But I went on and endured the cold imtil 
spring. I was fifteen or sixteen years old then, 
eager to try everything that others did, and 
happily I had a strong constitution. 

As I have suggested, Chinese classics were 
then the basis of all learning. Natiually, my 
brother was a thorough scholar in Chinese, but he 
was peculiar in one respect — ^he studied mathe- 
matics according to the system of Hoashi Banri, a 
scholar of Bungo province. 

This teacher, though he was a noted scholar 
in Chinese, had a new theory that the gun and 
the counting-board were to be considered important 
instruments for the samurai, and that it was wrong 
to leave the counting-board, or rather finances, 
entirely to lower officials, and the gun to the foot- 
soldiers. This theory had spread to Nakatsu and 
my brother was one of the several younger men who 
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had studied mathematics and attained some ability 
in it. In this he differed from the usual scholars; 
otherwise, he was a strict follower of the Chinese, 
believing to the core in their moral teachings. 
One day I had an amusing conversation with him. 

“Yukichi, what do you intend to be in the 
future?” he asked me. 

“ Well, Sir, I would like to be the richest man 
in Japan,” I answered, “and spend all the money 
I want to.” 

He made a wry face and gave me a piece of 
his mind. So I asked him in return ; “ What do 
you want to be ? ” 

He answered gravely in the stilted Chinese 
phrasing: “I will be dutiful to my parents, faith- 
ful to my brethren, and loyal to my master until 
death.” 

“H’m!” I exclaimed. And there the conver- 
sation ended. That was my brother. 

He sometimes had queer ideas. “ I was bom 
the eldest son,” he once said to me, “and I am 
now the head of the family. But I should like, if 
it were possible, to become an adopted son of 
some very difficult family with the most head- 
strong parents. I would prove that an adopted 
son can live with any parents and be good and 
obedient.” 

His opinion was that all trouble arising be- 
tween parents and an adopted son came from the 
wilfulness of the son. But I had an entirely op- 
posite opinion. “I should hate to be an adopted 
son,” I said. “ Why should I serve people as 
parents, who are in truth not parents at all ? ” 

So our ideas differed. When this conversation 
took place, I was sixteen or seventeen years old. 

My mother was an unusual woman who 
thought individually on certain matters. In religion 
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she did not seem to have a belief like that of 
other old women of the time. Her family belonged 
to the Shin sect of Buddhism, yet she would never 
go to hear a sermon as was expected of everyone 
in that sect. Nor would she worship Amida 
Buddha, because, as she said, “I feel rather 
strange and shy in worshipping before Amida 
Sama. I can’t bring myself to do so.” Yet she 
never missed paying respects to the graves of her 
husband and her ancestors on a certain day in 
p ar:b month, or taking a bagful of rice to the 
temple. The bag which my mother used for so 
many years is still preserved in my family. 

She never worshipped Buddha, but she had 
many friends among the priests — not only the 
priest of the temple to which her family belonged, 
but also novices from different parts of the country 
who were studsdng at my school. Mother loved 
to treat these novices with tasty dishes whenever 
they came to visit me, and I have no reason to 
think that she was against religion in any way. 

My mother was fond of doing kindnesses to 
all people, especially of making friends among the 
classes beneath her own, the merchants and 
farmers. She had no objection even to admitting 
beggars, or even the outcast eta (the slaughterers 
of cattle and dealers in leather who were a 
separate class by themselves, much despised by 
people of that time.) My mother never showed 
any sign of slighting them and her way of speak- 
ing to them was very respectful. Here is an 
instance of my mother’s charity, which I always 
remember both with affection and distaste. 

There was a half-witted beggar woman in 
Nakatsu, who called herself “Chie,” but nobody 
knew who gave her that name. She was a miser- 
able creature, ragged, tattered and dirty, with 
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long filthy hair swarming with vermin. Nobody 
wanted to come near her. Many a time on a fine 
day my mother would call the beggar woman in 
and make her sit on the grass in the yard ; then 
she would tie her own sleeves behind her back to 
keep them safely out of the way and bare her 
arms. Thus prepared, she would begin to catch 
the little creatures in the beggar woman’s hair. I 
was always called on to help, and was ordered to 
stand by with a stone to crush the little creatures 
that the ministering fingers would pull from the 
beggar’s hair. 

After catching fifty or a hundred or as many 
as could be foimd, my mother and I would brush 
our clothes and wash our hands with rice-bran. 
Then she would ^ve the woman a bowl of rice 
for her patience in sitting still. I suppose this 
was a pleasure to my mother, but how I hated it ! 
Even now it makes me uncomfortable to think of it. 

One day when I was twelve or thirteen years 
old, I ran through the room in one of my mis- 
chievous moments and stepped on some papers 
which my brother was arranging on the floor. 
Suddenly he broke out in disgust: 

“ Stop, you dxmce ! ” 

Then he began to speak solemnly. “Do you 
not see what is written here ? ” he said. “ Is this 
not Okudaira Taizen-no Tajui — ^your lord’s name?” 

“I did not know it,” I hastily apologized. “I 
am sorry.” 

“You say you did not know,” he replied in- 
dignantly. “But if you have eyes, you should see. 
What do you think of trampling your lord’s namfi 
under foot? The sacred code of lord and vassal 
is. . . .” 

Here my brother was beginning to recite the 
samurai rules of duty. There was nothing for me 
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to do but bow my head to the floor and plead : 
“I was very careless, please forgive me.” 

But in my heart there was no apology. All 
the time I was thinking : “ Why scold about it ? 
Did I step on my lord’s head? What is wrong 
with stepping on a piece of paper with his name 
on it ? ” 

Then I went on, reasoning in my chil dish 
mind that if it was so wicked to step on a man’s 
name, it would be very much more wicked to step 
on a god’s name; and I determined to test the 
truth. 

So I stole one of the charms, the thin paper 
slips, bearing sacred names, which are kept in 
many households for avoiding bad luck. And I 
deliberately trampled on it when nobody was 
looking. But no heavenly vengeance came. 

“Very well,” I thought to myself. “I will go 
a step further and try it in the worst place.” So 
I took it to the chozu-ba (the privy) and put it in 
the filth. This time I was a little afraid, t hinkin g 
that I was going a little too far in the experiment. 
But nothing happened. 

“ It is just as I thought ! ” I said to myself. 
“ What right did my brother have to scold me ? ” 
I felt that I had discovered one of the great truths 
of the world ! But this I could not tell anybody, 
not even my mother or sisters. 

When I grew older by a few years, I became 
more reckless, and decided that all the talk about 
divine punishment which old men use in scolding 
children was a lie. Then I conceived the idea of 
finding out what the god of Inari really was. 

There was an Inari shrine in the comer of 
my uncle’s garden, as in many other households. 
I opened the shrine and found only a stone there. 
I threw it away and put in another stone which I 
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picked up on the road. Then I went on to explore 
the Inari shrine of our neighbor, Shimomura. 
Here the token of the god was a wooden tablet. 
I threw it away too and waited for what might 
happen. 

When the season of the Inari festival came, 
many people gathered to put up flags, beat drums, 
and make offerings of the sacred rice-wine. During 
all the round of festival services, I was chuckling 
to myself, “ There they are — worshipping my 
stones, the fools ! ” 

Thus from childhood, I have never had much 
fear of gods or Buddha. Nor have I ever had any 
faith in augury and magic, or in the fox and 
badger which, people say, have power to deceive 
men. I was a happy child, and my mind was 
never clouded by unreasonable fears. 

Once a queer woman came to our town from 
Osaka. She was about thirty years old, a daughter 
of Denpojiya Matsuemon, a worker at the storage 
office where my father used to be. This woman 
came to our house and claimed that she knew the 
magic of Inari. She said that if any person would 
hold a gohei, a ceremonial wand, while she prayed, 
the spirit of Inari would descend upon the person 
and the gohei would begin to move. I moved 
forward — I think I was fifteen or sixteen then — 
and said: “Let me hold it. It would be fun to 
see what it feels like to have Inari Sama inside 
me.” 

The woman looked at me scrutinizingly and 
shook her head. 

“ No,” she said, “ this young man will not do.” 

“You said any person would do,” I insisted. 
“Why can’t you try the magic on me?” I had a 
good time teasing her. 

The thing that made me most unhappy in 
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Nakatsu was the obligation of rank and position. 
Not only on official occasions, but in private inter- 
course, and even among children, the distinctions 
between high and low were clearly defined. Chil- 
dren of lower samurai families like ours were 
obliged to use a respectful manner of address in 
speaking to the children of high samurai families, 
while these children invariably used an arrogant 
form of address to us. Then what fxm was there 
in pla 3 nng together? 

In school I was the best student and no 
children made light of me there. But once out of 
the school room, those children would give them- 
selves airs as superior to me; yet I was sure I 
was no inferior, not even in physical power. In 
all this, I could not free myself from discontent 
though I was yet a child. 

Among men of official rank, the distinction 
was still greater. Once my brother sent a letter 
to the chancellor of the lord, and addressed the 
outside cover in the scholarly style: "Santa ka 
Shitsuji,” using the classical Chinese term. The 
letter came back with an order to change the 
form of address to "Sama 0-toritsugi Shu” a much 
more respectful mode of address, thus forcing 
even more humility on my brother. Seeing this I 
cried to myself, “ How foolish it is to stay here 
and submit to this arrogance ! ” And I was deter- 
mined then to run away from this narrow cooped- 
up Nakatsu. 

Among our cousins there were some^ good 
scholars and those who took much interest in the 
ways of society. All of them, being samurai of 
low rank, woiild often complain of the despotic 
atmosphere of the clan. But I was always stop- 
ping them, for by then I had grown to understand 
somewhat of the world and society. “Never 
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complain of Nakatsu as long as you stay here,” 

I would say. “Complaining does not improve 
things. Better go away or stay here and stop 
complaining.” 

One day while reading a Chinese book, came 
upon these ancient words: “Never show joy or 
anger in the face.” These words brought a thrill 
of relief as if I had learned a new philosophy of 
life. Since then I have always remembered these 
golden words, and have trained myself to receive 
both applause and disparagement politely, but never 
to allow myself to be moved by either. As a 
result, I have never been truly angry in my life, 
nor have my hands ever touched a person in 
anger, nor has a man touched me in a quarrel, 
ever since my youth to this old age. Only once I 
had a bitter experience. 

Some twenty years ago — long after I had 
become a man, and had come to have a school of 
my own — one of my students was hopelessly dis- 
sipated ; and though I gave him assistance in many 
ways, even in the means of living, he would not 
give up his dissolute life. One night — do not 
know where he had been or what he had been 
doing— he came bade drunk and gay. I ordered 
him to sit up all night and reflect upon his actions. 
But when I returned a few minutes later, he was 
snoring. 

“Shameless wretch!” I cried, catching him 
by the arm and shaking him. He was soon awake, 
but I gave him a good shaking which I thought 
he well deserved. But later, as I thought of it, I 
was sorry, for I had allowed my hands to touch a 
man in rage, and my remorse was like that of a 
priest who breaks the commandments. I have 
never forgotten that feeling. 

Notwithstanding this priestly fastidiousness, I 
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was fond of talking and debating — more so than 
the average — and in everything I did I liked to be 
quick and active, and I was never behind anyone 
in doing anything. But there was one thing then 
that I never indulged in. That was the bo5rish 
custom of arguing in which one of the two would 
become excited and go on arguing until he won 
by out-talking the other. I was willing to discuss 
a subject, but when my opponent grew heated, I 
would evade his point, thinking to myself, “Why 
does this fool love to make so much noise?” 

(Dutwardly I was living peacefully enough, but 
always in my heart I was praying for an oppor- 
tunity to get away. And I was willing to go 
anywhere and to go through any hardship if only 
I could leave this uncomfortable Nakatsu. Happily, 
a chance sent me to Nagasaki. 



CHAPTER II 


I SET OUT TO LEARN DUTCH IN NAGASAKI 

I COUNTED myself twenty-one years old (the 
native manner of counting a man’s age adds 
one year at the New Year instead of at his 
birth day. My exact age was nineteen years and 
three months) when in February of the first year 
of Ansei (1854) I set out to Nagasaki. 

At that time there was not a single one in 
our town who could understand the “strange 
letters written sideways,” nor was there even a 
man who had looked at the forms of those letters, 
though in larger cities there had been students of 
the Dutch language for a hundred years or longer. 

But it was a few months after the coming of 
Commodore Perry. And the news of the appear- 
ance of the American fleet in Yedo had already 
made its impression on every remote town in 
Japan. At the same time the problem of national 
defense and the new art of warfare — the modem 
gtinnery — ^had become the foremost interest of all 
the samurai. Now, all those who wanted to study 
gunnery had to do so under the instruction of the 
Dutch who were the only Europeans, after the 
seventeenth century, permitted to have intercourse 
with Japan. 

One day my brother told me that anyone who 
wanted to learn Western gunnery must study gensho. 
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“What is gensho?" I asked, for it was all 
unknown to me. 

“Gensho means books published in Holland 
with letters printed sideways,” he replied. “ There 
are some translations in Japanese, but if one 
wishes to study this Western science seriously, he 
must do so in the original language. Are you 
willing to learn the Dutch language ? ” 

As I had had no trouble in learning Chinese, I 
had some confidence in myself. So I answered, 
“I will study Dutch or any other language. If 
other people can learn it, I think I can too.” 

And so the next time my brother had business 
in Nagasaki, I went with him, and there began 
my first study of the A-B-C’s. Nowadays the 
European letters are seen everywhere in the coun- 
try; they are even used on the labels of beer 
bottles, and no one sees any strangeness in them. 
But to me, those odd looking letters were very 
strange. It took me a full three days to learn the 
twenty-six letters of the alphabet. But I must 
leave the account of this study, and tell something 
of how I hved in Nagasaki. 

The true reason why I went there was nothing 
more than to get away from Nakatsu. And so I 
would have been glad to study a foreign language 
or the military art or anything else if it only gave 
me chance to go away. Therefore, it was nothing 
of the homesick feeling usual to a youngster 
leaving home that possessed me. I still remember 
how I swore to myself that like a buUet shot out 
of the gun’s muzzle I would never come back. 
This was a happy day for me. I turned at the 
end of the town’s street, spat on the ground, and 
walked quickly away. 

In Nagas^ I first lived as a sort of dependant 
in Koei-ji, a Buddhist temple in the street called 
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Okeya-macM. I was taken to this temple by one 
Okudaira Iki, a son of the chancellor of our feudal 
lord, who was a relative of the priest. Okudaira 
Iki was also boarding in this temple as a guest, 
studsdng the Dutch language and gunnery. A 
little later, his teacher in gunnery, Yamamoto 
Monojiro, took me in as an “ eating guest ” to his 
house. This was the beginning of my activity in 
this world. 

Though I was supposed to be a kind of free 
boarder, I did all sorts of work in the household. 
The master had poor eyesight, and I used to read 
to him the essays of contemporary scholars on the 
problems of the age. I also gave lessons to his 
son, a youth of eighteen or nineteen, not very 
intelligent, but as the son of a scholar, he had to 
be taught to read the Chinese classics. 

Yamamoto was a poor man, but holding a 
certain office with the Yedo government, he lived 
extravagantly with many friends and followers, 
and a considerable debt had accumulated. Because 
of this, I took on another duty. This was to write 
letters to negotiate the postponement of his debts 
and to contract new debts. Whenever the general 
man of work was ill— and that was pretty often — 
I took his place. I would draw water from the 
well, sweep the house in the mornings, and wash 
the master’s back in his bath. His wife was fond 
of a nim als; she kept many cats and lap dogs in 
the house, and bigger dogs in the yard. I took 
care of them also. I had taken in my hands every 
kind of work from the highest to the lowest 

By and by my master began to think a good 
deal of me, for he had found me a youth full of 
energy yet very well behaved. Finally he asked 
me to become his adopted son. However, I had 
to tell him that I had already been adopted by 
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my uncle Nakamura. I might say here that ever 
since childhood, before I could know anything 
about it, I had been promised to my uncle’s family 
as his heir in the future. 

When Yamamoto learned my situation, he said, 
“ If that is the case, you should consider all the 
more coming into my family. I will do all in my 
power to look after your future.” He used to 
express his wish at many different times. 

Like all the specialists on gunnery of the time, 
Yamamoto had a collection of books as his own 
patent property— all of them hand-written copies— 
and part of his income came from charges on 
lending out these books or from selling their hand- 
written copies. However, as he had poor eyesight, 
I was given the charge of all this work. 

Nagasaki at that time was the only part of 
Japan in contact with the outside world through 
the Dutch compound. So naturally students of 
gunnery and foreign affairs came to Nagasaki 
from many different clans for first-hand infor- 
mation. If they wanted to visit the Dutch com- 
poimd which was on the island of Dejima — the 
only spot in the whole country where the Dutch 
were allowed to reside— Yamamoto could arrange 
the visit. Again, if any wanted instruction on 
casting cannon, Yamamoto could furnish diag rams 
and necessary directions. 

Such was his business, but really I was the 
one who did the work. I was a mere amateur. I 
had never seen a gun in operation. But it was 
easy to draw diagrams and to write the directions. 
And if more information was wanted, I could go 
and give lectures as if I had been specializing in 
the subject aU my life. 

Now, it was rather strange to see that Oku- 
daira Iki and I had exchanged places. He had 
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placed me in Yamamoto’s household as a dependant. 
But now I had come to occupy something of a 
position in the field of gimnery while Iki was still 
the same student. And here was the cause of the 
break between us. 

Then there was another cause. My chief 
concern was, after all, the Dutch language. I 
often went to the interpreter’s house, and some- 
times to the house of the special physicians who 
practiced medicine after the Dutch instruction — 
“Dutch medicine” we called it. And little by 
little, after fifty or a hundred days, I came to 
understand something of the Dutch language. Iki, 
on the other hand, though he had been studsdng 
the lan^age for a long time, had never really 
learned it, as a spoUed son of a high official never 
does. He became envious of my progress, and 
though he was not really a man with deep malice, 
he was the son of an aristocrat, self-willed and 
narrow. 

He must have been planning to make me his 
life-long follower after helping me in my education. 
Now that he had found me flying ahead of him 
beyond his reach, he decided that I should be sent 
home to Nakatsu. He was nearly ten years my 
senior, but he was like a child in his way of 
thinking, which was a great misfortune to me. 

Hd’s father, Yohei, was the old chancellor in 
our clan. We called him with much respect 
“Go-Inkyo Sama” as he was then in retirement. 
It seems that Iki had urged his father to send an 
outrageous order to my family for my return. 
My brother had just left for Osaka to assume our 
fatiher’s official post occupied by others since my 
father’s death twenty years before, and my mother 
was living alone at home as all my sisters had 
married. The only relative living near was a 
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cousin of ours, Fujimoto Gentai, a doctor and a 
scholar, who had a true sympathy for my mother. 

One day lid’s father, the retired chancellor, 
called our cousin into his presence and ordered 
him to write a letter. 

“Yukichi’s presence in Nagasaki hampers my 
son’s career,” he told Fujimoto. “ You must write 
him that his mother is ill and needs him at home.” 

Such a direct order from the chancellor could 
not be evaded. Fujimoto, after letting my mother 
know about the scheme, wrote me the letter which 
formally requested my return because of my 
mother’s “illness.” But on a separate sheet he 
explained the transaction and enjoined me to have 
no anxiety about my mother’s health, 

I grew very indignant, for what baser act 
could there be than to command a subordinate to 
tell a lie? I wanted to break out at first and 
challenge Iki in an argument to force him to con- 
fess his scheme. But my better judgment told 
me that it was useless to quarrel with the son of 
a chancellor. I should only be the loser in the 
end, and it would be wiser to look out for my 
own safety. So I went to Iki with a show of 
surprise and anxiety. 

“I am very much troubled,” I said. “A letter 
has just come from home with news that my 
mother is ill. She has always been a very healthy 
woman, but it seems that one can never tell. I 
am quite worried because I am so far away from 
home.” I pleaded the poor homesick boy; Iki 
expressed his “surprise” and “sympathy.” 

“ You must be anxious to get home at once,” 
he said. “It will be best for you to start now. 
But then, after your mother’s recovery, I wUl see 
that you may return here to go on with your 
work.” He put on the most sympathetic tone, and 
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perhaps was inwardly enjoying the smooth effect 
of his scheme. 

“ I will take your advice,” I said, “ and if you 
have any message you would like to send your 
honored father, or if you have anything to send 
him, I will gladly take it with me.” 

When I called the next morning, Iki gave me 
a letter for his father and another to Ohashi 
Rokusuke, a cousin of my mother’s, saying that 
the latter would be helpful in securing the permit 
to return to Nagasaki. Then as if he meant that 
I should read this message, he handed me the 
letter without sealing it. I made the politest of 
leave-takings and returned to my lodging where I 
opened the unsealed letter. The note read: “Be- 
cause of his mother’s illness, I am sending Yukichi 
home at his own urgent request. But when his 
mother recovers, you are to arrange for his return 
to Nagasaki, as he is still in the course of his 
studies, and it is proper that he should continue 
them.” 

This idiot’s game! I grew more indignant 
than ever. I called him “fool” and “monkey,” 
and cursed him with all the vocabulary I was 
capable of. 

Then I took leave of the Yamamoto family. 
Even to them I could not tell the truth, for if the 
truth were made public and the disgrace put on 
Bd, I should be the one to suffer most. I simply 
said that my mother was ill, and took my leave. 
But I had not, for one moment, thought of going 
back to Nakatsu ; I was determined to make my 
way to Yedo, for I believed that was the city 
where the young and ambitious should go to make 
his start. 

By good fortune there was a student from 
Yedo, named Okabe Dochoku among my new 
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acquaintances. As I believed he was a man with 
a broad mind and a trustful friend— which he 
proved to be — I revealed to him all that had 
passed. 

“ I am running away,” I said finally. “ I am 
too angry to go meekly home. But I don’t know 
anybody in Yedo. You told me that your father 
was a practicing physician there. Coul^’t he take 
me in as an ‘eating guest?’ I don’t know much 
about medicine and I am not going to study it, 
but I am sure I can roll pills and do such simple 
work. Please send me to your father.” 

“ Go to him, by all means ! ” he exclaimed, 
angry with sympathy for me. “I will write a 
letter for you. And you will have no difficulty in 
finding him, for he has his house in Nihonbashi at 
Yedo. Don’t worry but go right to him!” He 
wrote the letter, and I thanked him heartily. 

“If the truth were found out,” I continued. 
“ I’d be sent to Nakatsu anyhow. So please keep 
it a secret until I get a safe distance away. It 
will take me perhaps ten or fifteen days to get as 
far as Osaka. About that time, will you teU Iki 
for me that Nakamura Yukichi (my name then) 
has gone to Yedo. Give him that medicine for 
his little joke.” 

I met a merchant from Nakatsu by the name 
of Kurokaneya Sobei, returning to our town, and 
I set out with him as if to that destination. The 
first day we walked seven ri (about 18 miles) and 
reached Isahaya in the evening under a fine March 
sky with a clear moon. Here I broke my purpose 
to the surprised companion. 

“Well, Kurokaneya, I have decided I don’t 
want to go home now. Take my box with you, 
and take it to my home, will you? I don’t need 
more than one or two changes of clothing. Now 
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I am going to Shimonoseki for a boat to Osaka, 
and then to Yedo,” 

The honest merchant looked thunderstruck. 

“What madness is this?” he cried. “A young 
master like you to think of traveling so far 
alone ? ” 

“Oh, don’t be excited. What’s the matter 
with a man’s moving from Nagasaki to Yedo? 
Everybody wants to go to Yedo whenever there is 
a chance.” 

“ But what will your mother say ? What shall 
I tell her?” 

“Just give her my love; I’m not going to die, 
or anything. If you tell her Yiikichi has gone to 
Yedo, she’ll understand.” 

So I gave him my box and the letters which 
Iki had given me to take back to Nakatsu. 

“I’m going first to Shimonoseki,” I went on, 
“to take the boat for Osaka, but I don’t know 
the place. Can you tell me a good hotel there ? ” 

Since he saw he could not dissuade me, 
honest Kurokaneya tried no further. “ You might 
go to Senbaya Suguemon’s hotel; I know the 
proprietor very well.” 

The real reason why I inquired about a hotel 
was that since I had so little money — even after 
selling a Dutch dictionary, I had left from my 
expenses only two bu and two or three sku — I 
thought Ktirokaneya’s name and recommendation 
might be of some future help to me. 

I took the local sailing ferry and crossed the 
sea of Amakusa to Saga. The fare was five him- 
dred and eighty mon. The bay was very calm 
and we reached the opposite harbor the next 
morning comfortably. From Saga I went on to 
Kokura in entire ignorance of the road and the 
towns through which I had to pass. I simply kept 
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walking to the east, asking the way as I went 
along. Thus following a route through the prov- 
ince of Chikuzen, I think I must have passed the 
vicinity of Dazaifu, but to this day I do not know 
exactly which was my road. 

Two nights and three days were spent in 
crossing the island. It was not at all easy to finH 
a room for the night either, as I must have made 
a pretty odd figure, wandering alone, seemingly 
poor and without an obvious purpose. The inn- 
keepers were afraid of me— highwaymen were 
common — the better inns turned me down, and I 
had to look for less reputable places. But some- 
how I passed those two nights and reached Kokura 
on the third day. 

On the way I made up a false letter of intro- 
duction to Senbaya, using Kurokaneya’s own name, 
the whole in a veiy formal style : “ The bearer of 
this letter is a son of the Honorable Mr. Nakamura, 
a member of the fief of Nakatsu. I have often 
been honored by his patronage. Serve this yoxmg 
master in every way possible.” 

In Kokura I had to walk around all over the 
town looking for an iim which would give me 
accommodation. None would. Finally one lodging 
house took me in, but it was a pretty shabby one. 
And I was put in a room where there was already 
a man sleeping. During the night I found to my 
disconafort that this man was a helpless invalid, 
partially paralyzed and unable to take care of 
himself. He was probably not a guest but a 
memto of the proprietor’s family. I still remem- 
ber vividly what an uncomfortable night it was. 

Early the next day I took the ferry across to 
Shimonoseki where I sought out the Senbaya 
hotel, and delivered my document. It was evident 
that the proprietor was a good friend of Kuro- 
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kaneya’s, for he merely glanced at the letter and 
took me in with every sign of good will. The 
fare by the sail-boat to Osaka was one bu and 
tvfo shu, but I did not have enough to pay for the 
additional food on board. I proposed to settle my 
bill after reaching Osaka where I was to meet my 
brother. This, too, Senbaya gladly agreed to 
arrange for me. The letter proved to be a rather 
useful idea. 

In crossing the straits from Kokura we had 
had something of a narrow escape. As we were 
about in the middle of the channel, the wind blew 
up and the sea became choppy. The sailors 
seemed much alarmed and called on me to help 
them. I did join in, pulling the ropes and carrying 
things around, and enjoyed the excitement. 

But when I told the hostess in Senbaya what 
had happened, and showed her how my clothes 
were wet with spray, she looked much concerned 
and said, “That was dangerous! If those men 
were real sailors, it would have been all right. 
But they are really farmers. In this idle time, 
some of them take to ferrying for side- work. But 
the farmers don’t know the sea. They often have 
sad mfehaps even in a little wind. You are lucky 
to have conae through safely.’’ 

I felt a belated scare, and then understood 
why these “ sailors ” had looked so alarmed and 
called on me to help them on the sea. 

It was March, the season of sight-seeing. In 
the boat for Osaka were all kinds of travelers— a 
foolish-looking son of a rich man; a bald-headed 
grandsire; some geisha, gay and richly dressed, 
and other ladies of qu^tionable reputation; farm- 
ers; priests; rich and poor; all sorts, crowded 
together , in the narrow boat, dritddng, gambling, 
clamoring over any nonsensical matter. Among 
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them sat I, forlorn and quiet, like a priest doing 
penance. 

After a voyage of some days in the Inland 
Sea, the boat came to Miyajima. I had no busi- 
ness, but as long as I was here, I went along with 
the others to see the famous shrine. All the 
passengers had the usual round of good times on 
shore and came back drunk. I longed to drink 
too, but having not even a mon to spare, I walked 
back to the boat to eat the provided meal on 
board. Naturally the captain did not feel very 
kindly towards me, and he stared angrily at me as 
I was eating the boat’s fare. In the same way I 
saw the sights of Kintai Bridge in Iwakuni without 
really wanting to. 

We next reached Tadotsu, near which is the 
shrine of Konpira. It was three ri (eight miles) 
to the shrine from the port, they told me. I might 
have gone along ; but again, without any spending 
money, what was the use? I stayed on board 
while aU the others went. They turned up the 
next morning, every one of them drunk and happy 
after the night’s carouse. I was furious, but what 
could I do? 

After fifteen days of this highly unpleasant 
voyage, early one morning we anchored at Akashi. 
Although I had been told that the boat might sail 
the next day if the wind were right, and that we 
would reach Osaka in a day or so, I thought I 
had borne my company long enough. 

“How far is Osaka from here?” I asked. 
They told me about thirty-eight miles. 

“All right,” said I. “I will walk there. Cap- 
tain, will you come to the Nakatsu Storage office 
for my bill? I will pay you there what I owe 
you. And will you take my baggage with you ? ” 

But the captain insisted on my paying the full 
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fare on the spot, or else continuing with him on 
the voyage to Osaka. In my bundle which I 
carried tied in a square of cloth were two changes 
of silk garments and some books. 

“Look here,” I said. “I am leaving my best 
clothes and some books with you. The boofe may 
not be of much value to you, but the clothes are 
worth the fare I owe you. I could put in my 
swords too, but a gentleman can not travel with- 
out his swords. I will be at the storage office 
before you arrive in port, anyway. Come any 
time, and receive your money.” 

“I know your office all right,” returned the 
captain, “but I don’t know you. You will have 
to remain a passenger as was arranged till we 
reach Osaka and I can collect your fare. It doesn’t 
matter how long it takes, nor how much food you 
eat on the way.” 

I humbly pleaded with him, but his voice 
grew louder and louder. Then a strange man, 
who seemed like a merchant from Shimonoseki, 
came up and said he would settle the question 
for us. 

“This is not quite fair of you. Captain,” he 
began, “to put the screws on the yoxmg gentle- 
man. He is willing to leave his clothes with you 
in good faith, isn’t he? As a samurai, he will be 
true to his word. Or else, I will be responsible 
for him. All right, young Sir,” he said turning to 
me, “You may walk off on shore as you wish.” 

At his generous interference, the captain was 
at last satisfied. I thanked him heartily as if I 
had seen a Buddha come down into hell to rescue 
a victim. I then made off into the open country, 
free and foot-loose. 

The thirty-eight miles from Akashi to Osaka 
I walked in a single stretch, for my remaining 
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money — some sixty or seventy mon in my purse — 
would have been barely enough to pay for food 
without a thought of lodging. Somewhere on the 
road — have no memory of the exact place — 
stopped at a food-stand on the left hand side of 
the way, and drank some two go of wine, and ate 
a dish of boiled bamboo shoots and five or six 
bowls of rice. Then again I walked on, through 
some towns, the highway, and all — I cannot tell 
where. I am not sure whether I passed through 
Kobe or not. The great sea-port was then a smaTT 
fishing town. 

When I was approaching Osaka, I was ferried 
across many rivers. These are somewhat recog- 
nizable to me still, for as we travel by train today, 
we pass over many bridges on the western side 
of the city. Fortunately a samurai was exempt 
from toll. An empty purse did not force me to 
swim across. 

By and by the day was over, and in the dark 
moonle^ night passers-by were few; I hardly 
dared mquire the way anyhow, for if a rngn 
passed in a lonely spot, I was more afraid of him 
than eager to find out which road to take. I did 
feel helpless, for though the short sword I wore 
was a fine one by the swordsnodth Sukesada, the 
long one was thin and light, not of much use in 
an actual fight. 

But then, as I learned, Osaka was not espe- 
cially noted for murders, and I had no great cause 
to be afraid. However, a lone traveler on a dark, 
strange road cannot well help feeling some rhills 
run down his spine, and looking with certain 
security to the sharp objects tied to his side. But 
as I think back over it, it seems to me that I was 
reaUy the one to be feared rather than the one to 
be afraid. 
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Our storage office was in the ward of Dojima, 
near a bridge called Tamae. This I had known 
since my childhood from hearing my mother talk 
about our old home. So I did not have great 
trouble in locating my brother’s lodging. But I 
did have a pair of sore feet when I reached my 
destination at about ten o’clock that night. 

Once in Osaka, I met my brother at last; I 
also saw many older people who remembered me 
from my childhood there. I had gone back to 
Nakatsu at the age of three and now I was 
twenty-two, but there were some old acquaintances 
around the storage office who, recalling the time 
of my birth, found in me even now resemblances 
to my infant features. Among them was the wife 
of the foreman, my old wet-nurse, and an old man 
named Buhachi, one of the faithful old servants 
of our family — he had served my father before, 
and he was serving my brother now. The day 
after I arrived I was walking with him in Dojima 
Street. 

“Well, Sir, I remember the night you were 
bom. Your lady mother was taken in the night, 
and I went for the midwife. The old dame mid- 
wife still lives over there in that street in her 
little house. When you were big enough, I used 
to carry you around on my back, and I even took 
you sometimes over to the wrestling ring to watch 
the practice.” 

He pointed out to me the house of the old 
midwife and the wrestlers’ practice-arena. It all 
came back to me as we walked along: the old 
houses, the playground, the streets; and I could 
not keep back the tears that were prompted by 
sudden dear memories. I could not think I was 
on a trip; it was just as if I had come home after 
a long absense. 
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At our first meeting my brother had asked 
why I had come so suddenly. I told him exactly 
what had taken place, for there was nothing I 
might hide from my own brother. He then 
assumed his guardian right and objected to my 
plan: “I cannot let you go on your proposed 
career to Yedo, because it would be an act of 
disloyalty to our mother. Although Nakatsu is 
nearly on a line from Nagasaki on the way here, 
I see you came around the town in your journey. 

“If I were not here, and did not know of 
your plan, your going on to Yedo without taking 
leave of mother might be excusable. But as I am 
here and I have met you, I cannot think of letting 
you go. She herself might not think much about 
it, but I cannot permit myself to overlook it. 
Therefore it seems that you should stay in Osalca. 
I am sure there will be just as good a teacher 
here as in Yedo.” 

So I had to stay with my brother in Osaka. 
In a little while I found out that there was a good 
teacher of the Dutch language named Ogata. 

My own particular talent, as I have described 
it, seems to be in doing all kinds of humble work. 
While I was boarding in Yamamoto’s house and 
was studying Dutch there, I did all kinds of work 
in his household. I do not recall ever sasdng, “ I 
caimot do this, or I don’t want to do that.” When 
the great earthquake occurred in that district, I 
happened to be drawing water at the well just 
after finishing a lesson in Chinese with Yamamoto’s 
son. I was carrsdng a pair of large water-buckets 
swung from the ends of a pole across my shoulder. 
I remember that just as I made a step towards 
the house, the ground began to move, and I was 
much shaken as my foot slipped under the heavy 
weight. 
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The Buddhist temple called Koei-ji, where I 
stayed when I first went to Nagasaki, was one of 
the largest in the town, with three minor temples 
connected with it. The head priest had just 
retiuned from Kyoto, the sacred city of his sect 
(Higashi Honganji,) and he had to go and pay his 
formal respects to the local officials of Nagasaki. 

Among my odd duties I was hired out to be 
his attendant. The priest was wearing the enor- 
mously long kesa, or robe, and when he alighted 
from his palanquin at the gate of the city office, I 
picked up the train of his robe and followed him 
slowly as he walked in all his dignity. It must 
have been a funny sight. When the priest went 
on his round of New Year calls among the 
parishioners, I again followed him. While he was 
being received indoors I waited at the entrances, 
and a kindly host would often send out a tray of 
rice-cake soup and different delicacies which I 
enjoyed heartily. 

Once I took part in a strange prank. On the 
evening of the spring equinox, after an old custom 
of Nagasaki, the mendicant :^rs walked around 
the streets blowing conch shells and reciting some 
kind of prayer or incantation. This corresponds 
with Tokyo’s “bad luck expelling” of the New 
Year. As it is the same everywhere, people would 
bring out money or rice to them whenever these 
mendicants stood at the door to pray away the 
bad luck and pray in the happiness of health and 
prosperity. 

We had a neighbor next door by the name of 
Sugiyama Matsusaburo (brother of Sugiyama 
Tokusaburo) who was fond of practical jokes. He 
came to me on the day of the equinox and said, 
“ Let’s borrow a conch shell and go around to- 
night.” I was ready for it at once. So we 
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borrowed a shell somewhere, and hiding our faces 
in cowls, we started out. He would blow the 
conch as we passed along and when we came to 
a house entrance, we would stop while I broke 
into a droning chant of some odd phrases from 
Meng Ch’iu and other Chinese books I had memo- 
rized in school. 

“ 0 -ju-kan-yo ! Ten-chi-gen-h) !” Our “prayer” 
worked. We found our offerings came freely, and 
once back home again, we took the contents of our 
bowl and bought rice-cake and duck and feasted 
at ease. 

In Nagasaki my first teacher of the Dutch 
la nguag e was a certain Matsuzaki Teiho. He was 
one of the students sent there by his master, the 
lord of Satsuma, who was a foremost advocate of 
Dutch culture and especially of the study of Dutch 
medicine. 

First Matsuzaki gave me the letters of the 
alphabet with the pronunciation of each in Japa- 
nese ideograph. It was bewildering. I could har^y 
believe these A-B-C’s to be signs of a language. 
But after a while I began to be familiar with 
them, and found myself able to understand some- 
thing of the language. I realized then that my 
teacher was not overly brilliant in his strange 
subject. I thought : “ He hasn’t much of a brain. 
Suppose it were Chinese instead of Dutch, I am 
sure I am much better in it. If I should leam as 
much of Dutch as I have learned of Chinese, I 
should not have to bow to this fellow. Some day 
I will turn on him, and teach him Dutch.” 

Such was a mad dream of the yotmg beginner. 
When I entered the student household of Ogata in 
Osaka, I had already had a year’s start in the 
Dutch language. So in two or three years I had 
passed the eighty or ninety school-mates and 
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become one of the senior students. The chances 
of life are very strange. The same Matsuzaki 
who had taught me in Nagasaki came about this 
time and entered the Ogata school. 

I was conducting one of the lower classes 
then, and Matsuzaki was ordered to join it. So 
the teacher and the student had exchanged places 
in these few years, and my mad dream had come 
true. Of course I could not tell this to anyone, 
but I could hardly suppress my sudden delight. I 
took it out in drinking by myself a large bottle of 
wine in honor of my secret exultation. 

The soldier’s passion for fame, the politician’s 
coveting of high office, and the rich man’s ac- 
cumulation of wealth : these may seem, philo- 
sophically speaking, worldly and foolish vanities. 
But these vanities are not to be made light of, 
for the very scholar who ridicules them may have 
the same vain ambition himself. 



CHAPTER III 


I MAKE MY WAY TO OSAKA 

I N accordance with my brother’s decision, I 
gave up all thought of going to Yedo. It 
was in March of the second year of Ansei — 
the year of the Rabbit — (1855) when I entered 
Ogata’s home-school. 

In Nagasaki my manner of studying had neces- 
sarily been irregular. I studied under many teachers 
— ^indeed, I studied under anyone who was kind 
enough to help me. One of them was an inter- 
preter named Narahayashi; another a doctor of 
the same name. I also went to an affluent phy- 
sician named Ishikawa Osho, but he, being a very 
noted specialist, would not grant any time for 
instruction to a humble student like myself. 
Therefore I went to his laboratory and sought 
one of his assistants to give me help in the 
foreign writing. So it was here in Osaka that I 
really began my systematic study of the Dutch 
language ; and my progress was fast, for with so 
much spirit and interest I believe I was one of 
the best students. 

A year passed quickly in Osaka, but at the 
following New Year time my family came into 
great misfortune. My brother on his duty as 
official of the feudal headquarters in Osaka was 
taken with severe rheumatism. For a long time 


41 



42 Fukuzawa’s Autobiography 

his ailment dragged on, sometimes he seemed to 
grow better, then he would again come down with 
the pain. He grew worse until he was not able 
to use his right hand at all, being forced to do 
his writing with the left. 

At the same time a friend in the school, Kishi 
Naosuke, became ill with tsnphoid fever. As he 
had always been very kind to me, I thought I 
must help him at a time like this. Another 
student, Suzuki Giroku, came in also to take care 
of the sick fellow, for they were from the same 
province. Together we nursed him day and night 
for three weeks, but his case was a particularly 
hard one. He was not to recover. We decided to 
have the body cremated in accordance with the 
Buddhist rites of his own Shin sect and later sent 
the ashes back to his home. 

When this extra care and work was all over, 
one day I suddenly became ill. I had a high 
temperature and felt very badly. It was certainly 
not like an ordinary cold. As all my school friends 
were students of medicine, one of them examined 
me and said I had contracted Kishi’s typhoid fever. 
Then our teacher, Ogata Sensei, heard of it, and 
came to visit me in my brother’s quarters in 
the storage office where I lay. He decided that 
I had really developed typhoid fever, and a bad 
case of it. 

I shall not forget his kindness, for he said, 
“I will come every day to see you and give you 
as much advice as possible. But I am going to 
ask some other doctor to direct the use of 
medicine, because when a doctor knows his patient 
too well, he is apt to be anxious and do too many 
things, trying one medicine after another, and 
then suddenly remembering some other me^cine, 
giving that too; and in that way he may miss 






Portrait of Ogata Koan and his handwriting at the time of 
his leaving for Yedo in 1862. 
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what should be the proper treatment. You cannot 
help this fault as long as you are human.” 

It will be seen that the relation between 
t each er and student of the time was of the 
intimate, father-and-son kind. My teacher felt 
that he could not treat me by himself, and called 
in another doctor just as he would have done if 
his own son were ill. This has changed nowadays 
with the increase of students and teachers and 
the loss of personal affection between them; and 
I fear even the little regard for each other will 
grow less and less as the new school system 
progresses. But when I was in Ogata’s academy, 
I could not but feel that I was a member of Ms 
family. 

So a doctor named Naito Kazuma was called 
in, and he with Ogata Sensei gave me every 
treatment known to medicine then, but my illness 
proved to be very serious. In a few days I be- 
came unconscious, and for a week I was in a 
dangerous condition, but fortunately I was able to 
overcome it. When the crisis had passed, I re- 
covered quickly, and in April I was well enough 
to be out again in the streets. I had the vitality 
of a strong young man. 

All tMs wMle my brother was stDl suffering 
from Ms rheumatism. With two invalids in the 
quarters, we were in a sad plight. But happily 
my brother’s term of office came to an end, and 
he was ordered to return to the native province of 
Nakatsu. So we both went by the Inland Sea 
vessel to recuperate at home. 

A few weeks in Nakatsu, and I was regaining 
my strength daily. My brother was not entirely 
well yet, but on the way to recovery. And so I 
decided to go again to Osaka to continue my study 
there. In August I returned, full of life and spirit 
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again. I rented a section of the officer’s quarters 
in the storage office, living there alone, cooking 
my own food in the earthenware boiler, and re- 
suming my attendance at the Ogata academy 
every day. I had started a regular routine again 
when a great blow fell. 

On about the tenth of September, as I recall, 
a letter from home reached me vvith the sudden 
news of my brother’s death on September third, 
and with instructions to return home at once. I 
was shocked, of course, but shi-kata-ga-nai (it had 
to be.) I took passage in all haste and, with a 
favoring wind, reached home quickly. By the 
time I reached there, however, everything had 
been concluded : the funeral services and the 
arrangements for the future. My relatives had 
taken me back from my uncle Nakamura’s family 
and had made me the head of our own branch. 

My brother had left a daughter, but as a 
woman cannot be the heir to a family, it had 
been decided, after my relatives had held a con- 
ference, that the logical thing was for me to 
succeed in the Fukuzawa family. I was not asked 
for my consent. They simply told me that I was 
the master of the house when I returned. 

When I became the head of the house, I had 
become legally a son to my brother. Therefore I 
had to follow the rule of fifty days of mourning. 
Besides, I owed a certain duty to our lord accord- 
ing to the position of my family in the feudal 
society. But my mind was thinking of things 
many thousands of miles away, and I could never 
think of keeping myself in Nakatsu. Yet the 
orders of the clan were strict. I obediently carried 
out every act of filial and feudal obligation. 

I had determined to go to Osaka again, but in 
the atmosphere of Nakatsu, it was difficult even 
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to reveal my wishes openly. All the men in 
town, including my near relatives, hated anything 
Western. 

One day when I was visiting one of my uncles, 
I intimated my wish to continue my studies in 
Dutch. He broke out in a fury, thundering over 
my innocent head : 

“What crazy thoughts are these in your 
mind! Now that you have become responsible in 
the honorable service of your family, your duty is 
here— to serve your lord with all fealty and banish 
all other thoughts. Outrageous for you to think 
of going to study Ran-go (Dutch !) ” 

He glared at me as he said this, and I felt the 
insinuating tone of his speech which probably 
meant that I should know where I belonged. 

Though I tried not to let people tmderstand 
my inner intentions, even when these were so 
often in my thoughts, I would let hints slip out 
of my mouth. In the small town with its cir- 
culating talk, all of our neighbors came to know 
of my purpose. An elderly friend of my mother 
who lived a few doors away from us — I still 
remember her well, a Madame Yae — came one 
afternoon, and in the way of neighborly gc^p, 
she said, “ I have heard that your Yukichi is 
going to Osaka again. But you would not let him 
go away, would you? If you do, it would be 
madness 1 ” 

So it was told everywhere, and in all Nakatsu 
there was no one who had any sympathy with 
my view. Truly I was like the “deserted boat on 
a desolate ^ore,” which may sound to the reader 
very much like a line from a theatrical romance. 
But I did not see any romance in my situation 
then. 

I thought over this often and decided that 
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there was but one hope for me: to go to my 
mother openly with my wish. If she alone would 
consent to my going away to continue my studies, 
I need fear nothing. I would go. So one day I 
went and talked over with her all that was in my 
mind, saying : “ Now that I have already studied 
Dutch both in Nagasaki and in Osaka, I am con- 
fident that if I go on with it, I can make some- 
thing of myself. If I stay here in Nakatsu, I shall 
never be able to distinguish myself. And I do not 
wish to let myself rot away in this Nakatsu. 
Now, Mother, will you not give me your permis- 
sion to go to Osaka again? You told me that my 
father intended to make me a priest. Can you 
not imagine that I have become a priest and have 
left home ? ” 

At this time all my sisters were married, and 
now that my eider brother was no more, my 
mother— now over fifty — ^had only a little grand- 
daughter of three years, left by my brother. My 
leaving home then would take away the last of 
her family except this little girl who would share 
the home. But my mother was quick to resign 
herself to all circumstances. 

“Well, Yukichi,” she said, “you may go.” 

“H you say so. Mother, I have nothing to 
fear. I don’t need to care what people say.” 

“Well,” she went on, “your brother now is 
gone, but that is beyond our help. Anyone might 
be taken— you, too, while away. But we wiU not 
talk about death. I will wait here, so you may 
go wherever you wish.” 

She understood perfectly. 

But the problem on hand was how to pay the 
debts left by my brother. The amount that had 
accumulated during his illness was about forty ryo, 
which was an enormous amount for the me^e 
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means of our family. Unless we paid this by 
some drastic measure at once, we would probably 
never pay it. So we decided to sell everything in 
our household. And my father’s large collection 
of books was something, we thought, we could 
fall back on. 

There were over fifteen hundred volumes in 
the collection, among them some very rare ones. 
For instance, there were Chinese law books of the 
Ming dynasty, entitled Shang Yu Tiao Li, or in 
Japanese pronunciation, Jo Yu Jo Rei, in sixty or 
seventy volumes. These books which my father 
had been wanting for a long time were acquired 
on December the twelfth in the fifth year of 
Tenpo. On that same day while he was still 
happy in the glow of his new acquisition, a boy 
was bom in his household, and that was myself. 
My father took the second syllable of the title, 
Jo Yu Jo Rei, and named me Yukichi. This story 
I knew from its frequent repetition by my mother. 

But my mother and I had decided to sell 
everything. We began vsdth the paintings and 
kakemono which were the easiest objects to sell. 
A small kakemono with Rai Sanyo’s calligraphy 
was sold for two bu. Taigado’s painting of a man 
imder a willow tree was sold for two ryo and 
two bu. There were other specimens of calligra- 
phy by Sorai and Togai, but they brought in only 
a very little sum. Then we sold the swords. One 
of them, a good sword by Tensho Sukesada, two 
feet and half long and very well fitted, brought us 
four ryo. Finally we came to the books. 

However, there was nobody in Nakatsu who 
would give any kind of sum for rare books. Then 
I remembered my old teacher, Shiraishi, now a 
household scholar of the lord of UsukL in the 
province of Bungo. He had been driven out of 
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Nakatsu after a quarrel. I went then to Usuki 
with our books, and through my old teacher’s 
intervention, I was able to sell the entire collection 
to the clan of UsuM, and acquired the large sum 
of fifteen ryo in one block- Then we disposed of 
our trays, cups, and drinking vessels. All of them 
were mere odds and ends, not of much value, but 
we had to bring out everything under the roof to 
make up for the required forty ryo. At last we 
were able to pay off our debts entirely. 

There were a few things that we did not sell. 
My father had treasured his series of Chinese 
Ethics (I Ching,) thirteen volumes, which his 
favorite scholar, Ito Togai, had annotated carefully 
in his own hand. In the catalogue of his books, 
my father had written, “These thirteen volumes 
of Ethics with Togai Sensei’s notes are a rare 
treasure. My descendants shall preserve them 
generation after generation in the Fukuzawa 
family.” When we saw this inscription, standing 
out like a testament in his writing, we had no 
heart to sell them. They remain today preserved 
in my household. 

Then there is a pair of China bowls which 
were left imsold. A second-hand shop-keeper said 
he would take them for three bun. This bun was 
a unit of the paper money issued by our clan. 
Three bun in hard cash was only eighteen mon. 
That was too little. I thought that eighteen mon 
would not help us much anyway, and we kept 
the bowls. Now, forty years afterwards, the bowls 
are still among my possessions; I use them to 
hold water for my brushes. 

While in Nakatsu, I was tempted to do a 
piece of literary thieving. Okudaira Iki, the son 
of the chancellor, had just returned from Nagasaki- 
I called on him to inquire after his go-kigen. 
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honored health, as a matter of duty. While talking 
with me, he brought out a Dutch book and said 
it was a recent work on fortification that he had 
brought from Nagasaki. I was much impressed 
by it, for while books on medicine and physical 
sciences had naturally been used in Ogata’s school, 
I had never seen any work of this kind. More- 
over, it was only a few years after the coming of 
Perry, and the paramount issue of the nation then 
was national defense — gunnery, fortification. I 
wished I might have a chance to read the book, 
but of course Iki would never lend a book to me 
to read. 

“I bought it cheap,” said Iki, “only twenty- 
three ryo.” 

What a price ! It made me feel forlorn. 

Suddenly a scheme came to my mind. “This 
is a wonderful book. Sir.” I said as if casually. 
“It would not be possible for anyone to read 
much of it in a few days, but would you mind 
letting me keep it for a little while— for three or 
four days? I should be very happy if you would 
let me go over the table of contents and the 
illustrations.” 

“All right,” said the unsuspecting Iki. “You 
may take it for a few days.” 

Fortune from Heaven ! I took the book home, 
made ready an ample supply of paper and birds’ 
quills, and began copying the text from the very 
title page. It was about two hundred pages long. 
Of course, all was done in secret, in a room in 
the rear portion of omr house where people seldom 
came. I kept on, day and night, as fast as my 
strength allowed. 

At that time I had the duty of guarding the 
gate of the lord’s castle. My relief came every 
second or third day, after being at the post for 
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twenty-four hours. On duty, of course, I had to 
give up the copying during the day service, but 
when night came and the gate was closed, I took 
out the book and set to work in the guards’ house 
all through the night until the time came to open 
the gate in the morning. 

Though I was careful, “there are ears in the 
walls ” as the ancient proverb says. I was con- 
stantly afraid of being discovered. Iki might send 
for his book. If my procedure should be exposed, 
Dd, as the chancellor’s son, would not stop with 
simply demanding his book back, but might put 
me in a difficult position. The suspense was un- 
bearable. I had never been a thief, but then and 
there I understood and had sympathy for their 
feeling. 

Finally, after twenty or thirty days, the copy- 
ing was done — ^illustrations and aU. But I needed 
the correction of it, and with someone who could 
read the original with me. Curiously enough, 
there was one man in Nakatsu who knew the 
Dutch alphabet, and he was an acquaintance of 
my family. When we lived in Osaka, this man, 
Fujino Keizan, then a young student of medicine, 
had lodged with us. So I went to him, believing 
that he would be good to me for our old ac- 
quaintance’s sake. 

“I am telling you a great secret.” I said, and 
told him all about how I came to copy the foreign 
book. He was glad to help me. 

“It would be nicer,” I went on, “to work in 
the day time. But if our work should be dis- 
covered, it would be a calamity to both of us. So 
I am coming in the evening. It is going to be a 
hard work, but will you watch the book while I 
read my copy to you, and tell me whenever there 
K a mistake in my copy.” 
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So we spent three or four nights together and 
finished the work. 

I was having the sensation of carrying off 
some treasured jewel from a legendary castle. I 
took back the book to the good gentleman, thank- 
ing him for his kindness. I had taken good care 
of the book, so there was no possibility of his 
suspecting anything, I said with all my heart: 
“This is a wonderful book. Sir. Because of your 
generous ‘shadow,’ I was able to have glimpse of 
what wonders it contains. If this were to be 
translated into Japanese, how much it would mean 
to our coast defense. I bring it back with my 
heartiest thanks. A poor student like me can 
never hope to own such a book.” 

JJhe incident was closed, and I breathed relief. 
I do not remember exactly how long it took me 
to finish the work, but it was over twenty days 
and not quite a month. Within this period I had 
made the essence of the treasure my own, and 
the owner had not the least suspicion. It was 
quite like a thief stealing unseen into some vault 
of treasures. 

All the while my mother had been anxious 
about my health. “What are you doing?” she 
often would ask. “You will take cold if you go 
on working like that, without havmg any sleep at 
all. There is a limit to things, even if hard work 
is a virtue.” 

“No, Mother,” I would reply, “I am just 
cop3dng a book. I won’t get sick by this much 
work. I know how much I can do.” 

Now I was ready to go to Osaka. And in 
applying for a permit to leave home, I was to use 
a most ridiculous subterfuge. While my brother 
was living, I could go anywhere at any time, with 
only his sanction, but now that I had become the 
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head of the family, holding certain duties with 
the lord, I had to obtain a permit for going 
“ abroad.” 

I wrote my petition without consulting any- 
one. I had talked the matter over with my 
mother and knew that no one else — ^not even my 
uncles — would give consent. When I submitted 
the petition to the office of the feudal squire, the 
friendly secretary, after reading it over, spoke to 
me privately. 

“This will not be accepted,” he said gravely, 
“because in this clan there has not been any 
precedent of a samurai leaving his duty for the 
purpose of studying Ran-gaku (Dutch culture.) ” 

“ Then what shall I write ? ” I inquired. 

“Well, you might say that your purpose is 
the study of guimery. That has a precedent.” 

“ But,” I added, much puzzled, “ I am going 
to Ogata’s school. And Ogata is a practicing 
physician. I am afraid it is rather odd in the 
course of things to go to a medical man for 
gunnery.” 

“But that is logical,” kept on the friendly 
secretary. “It does not matter whether your 
statement is true to fact or not so long as it 
follows precedent.” 

So I rewrote my petition, and in due course, 
was formally permitted to leave my duty to go to 
study “gunnery” under Master Ogata of Osaka. 
From this my readers may guess the state of 
things at the time. And I am sure my dan was 
not the only one to grant such a roundabout 
permit Any other clan of the time would have 
done the same. It was still the age of Chinese 
studies, and anything Western was to be frowned 
upon. But since the Perry expedition, one subject 
in the culture of the West became uppermost in 
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importance — that of gunnery, recognized as a 
necessity. This was my one way of escape to 
study the civilization of the West. 

The permit granted, I was preparing to sail 
on the coastal boat when suddenly my mother was 
ill. I was much alarmed. I consulted sev- 
eral doctors of the town and did all I could to 
nurse her. Finally we traced her illness to 
“worms,” and for that ailment, doctors said, 
semencina was the best remedy — at that time 
santonin was not known. It was a costly medicine 
and there was but one shop in Nakatsu where it 
was sold. But it was no time to think of the 
cost of medicine even though it was not easy for 
us, after paying our debts, to give up two sfiu or 
one bu for the prescribed medicine. I could only 
trust in Heaven for her recovery and nursed her 
continually. Whether the medicine was effective 
or not— for it was only a country remedy— in 
about two-weeks’ time my mother was well again. 

At last I had to decide the day of my depar- 
ture. When the day came, only my mother and 
sisters bade me farewell and shared with me their 
sympathy on my leaving home. They saw me 
walk away, praying for my safe journey. None 
other, no relative or acquaintance, paid any atten- 
tion to my leaving. I went on board the boat 
feeling like an outcast. My home broken up, my 
brother dead — there in the nearly empty house, 
like an old temple, all its familiar objects sold 
away, and with no friends to visit her, my mother 
was to live alone with her little grandchild in the 
last sad poverty. As I thought of eill this, I, the 
usual happy-go-lucky fellow, weis for once broken 
by the sorrow of leaving home. 

As soon as I reached Osaka, I made my way 
to Ogata Sensei, and told him all that had passed 
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since I left his household three months before. 
My teacher, in the old classical relationship, as- 
sumed a father-like interest in me, and I could not 
keep anything back. I told him of my brother’s 
death, how we had paid OTir debts by selling our 
private belongings, and finally I showed hini the 
copy of the book on fortification, and confessed 
how cleverly I had made away with it. 

Sensei laughed and said, “Well, you perhaps 
did do something which may be thought reprehen- 
sible, but at the same time it certainly is a useful 
piece of work.” Then looking at me kindly, he 
went on, “ You have grown much stronger, haven’t 
you? You look much better than you did when 
you left.” 

“ Yes, Sensei, last spring I did give you much 
cause for anxiety, but I am well again now. No 
more signs of any trouble.” 

“That is good,” he replied. “JNfow I think i 
judge rightly that you are without means to pay 
your tuition and expenses. I wish to help you, 
but I do not want to appear to be partial to you.” 
Then taking up my copy of the book, he went on, 
“ I will give you the work of translating this book 
for your fees.” 

So from that time I was taken into Ogata’s 
household as a translator. In a physician’s house- 
hold it is quite customary to keep apprentices for 
the medical work, but to keep a translator of a 
foreign book on fortification was certainly not very 
usual. However, it really meant that I was to be 
a free boarder, or “ eating guest,” through the 
^dness of Ogata Sensei and his wife. Therefore 
it was not very important whether I did this 
translating regularly or not. But as the old saying 
puts it, “a truth is often bom of a lie,” I really 
translated the whole book. 
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It was in November of the third year of Ansei 
(1856) when I joined Ogata’s student-household. 
This was really the beginning of my school life, 
for up until then I had come as a day student, 
living in our feudal headquarters. Ogata Sensei’s 
school was thought to be the most progressive 
one of the time, and so its students were aU 
active and promising men. But on the other hand 
they were a pretty rough and reckless crowd, or 
as was often said, they were of the kind “not to 
be stopped by one or two strands of rope.” Into 
this free-living set I plunged with all the vigor in 
me, and soon adapted my life to their reckless 
one. I must say at the same time that in many 
ways I was somewhat dijfferent from the rest of 
the students. 

To begin with the shortcomings, my greatest 
weakness lay in drinking, even from my childhood. 
And by the time I was grown enough to realize 
its dangers, the habit had become a part of my 
own self and I could not restrain it. I will not 
hesitate in confessing this, for however disagree- 
able it may be to bring out my old faults, I must 
tell the truth to make a true story. So I will 
give, in passing, a history of my drinking from its 
very beginning. 

My use of wine was not a formed habit; I 
was bom with it. Though very faintly, I still 
remember how I used to cry whenever my mother 
shaved my head, because it hurt when she scraped 
the tender parts of my neck. Then she would 
say, “I will give you a little sip of the wine, so 
let me scrape you a little more.” Then I kept 
still and let her go on. Thus began my early 
taste for wine. 

As I added more years to my age, I was 
pretty well behaved in most respects, but in drink- 
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ing I was a boy without any conscience. I would 
do anything for the sake of having a taste of it. 

I have no apology to make even if I should be 
called a coward on this point. 

When I went to Nagasaki at the age of 
nineteen, I was already an accomplished drinker. 
Yet I gave up drinkiag entirely for a year. 
Though I was ever quivering with the desire, I 
could not by any means allow myself to indulge 
in it, for then my long-cherished wish had been 
fulfilled and I was there to pursue my studies. For 
a whole year I was a man dead to all indulgences. 

It would have been easy to steal a nip in the 
kitchen when the master, Yamamoto, was having 
a party, or I could have run out to one of the 
cheap drinking-shops and taken my drink from a 
corner of the “square measure” as did the busy 
workmen. But I never allowed myself to do so, 
for I knew that this wrong-doing on my part would 
some day be discovered. WTien I left Nagasaki 
the next year, however, I stopped at the first 
town on the road and drank till my one year’s 
thirst was satisfied. 

My Nagasaki master, Yamamoto, had, of 
course, believed that I was a teetotaller, ^me 
years later, on my way to Europe with the first 
Japanese embassy to various countries, when our 
ship called at Nagasaki, I visited my old master 
in the harbor dty. After expressing my gratitude 
for his kindness to me as a young student, and 
teUing him about my new venture abroad, I con- 
fessed that my being a teetotaller was a lie. Then 
I showed him my true self, for we drank together, 
and I heroically too, till he and his good wife 
were thoroughly surprised. 

So I admit my love of drinking, and realize 
that I fell into many bad habits through it, and 
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have often abused my health by an excess of it. 
But otherwise I may claim to have been a pretty 
clean man. In my life with the boistrous and 
free-living students, and after I was married, even 
in associating with various men of the world, I 
always kept myself within the prescribed limit of 
the well-behaved man. Yet I was not “puritan” 
or moralist — I knew quite well the inside life of 
the hidden quarters of our society. By simply 
listening to my friends talking together, I could 
easily learn about things I had never seen. 

For instance, although I do not know how to 
play the game of go, Japanese chess, yet whenever 
my friends m the school would begin to play it, I 
was always sitting near the go-board, criticizing 
their moves like a seasoned expert — “There! 
That move of your black was wrong. You see 
you lost again, and don’t you see your next move ? 
Ah, you are a pretty player ! ” 

My remarks flowed on despite my blissful 
ignorance. This was safe as long as I was on the 
winning side, and finding fault with the loser, 
which was not diSicult to determine from the ex- 
pressions of the players. But I never let myself 
get drawn into an actual game. Whenever I was 
challenged, I would say, “I haven’t any time to 
waste in a game with you.” My reputation as a 
go player became greater aU the time, but after 
nearly a year, by some little chance my “skin of 
pretence” was once pulled off, and I was left to 
the mercy of their oaths zind execrations. 

So in this way I was able to pass along an 
intimate acquaintance with the gay quarters, but I 
myself really was of “iron and stone.” In short 
I was one who “did not turn red by coming in 
contact with blood.” I am convinced that I was 
brought up to be like this in my family. In 
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strange Nakatsu we as a family of five children 
were reared by our mother alone, inmune from 
the knowledge of anything that was not reputable, 
and we had a world of our own. Even when I 
left home, I carried the self-respect learned there, 
and it remained with me. I was not restraining 
myself particularly; I was thinking that my at- 
titude toward life was what it ought to be. 

There are people whom we call kunshi, 
“bigoted saints,” who are good through fear and 
the stupid inability to act. They, of course, 
resent the immoral behavior of others who give 
play to their desires. These persons complain 
when there is no one to refute them, but they 
are too afraid to come near any actual encounter 
with the less virtuous world and to understand it. 
So they go around frowning on life and shunning 
friendships. On the contrary I never hesitated to 
talk on any subject with my friends, and often 
made fun of their follies. 

“ You are the dullest bunch of fellows I have 
ever seen,” I would tell them. “You go out to 
make love to the professional love makers, and 
come home a failure ! I don’t go at all, but once 
I should go there, I could show you I would be a 
hundred times more of a success than you ever 
could be. You aren’t made to be gallants anyway. 
This trying to learn the A-B-C’s of gallantry at 
your age makes me suspect you will never be 
much of men after all.” 

While iny friends had to accept my hits, their 
foolish pastimes became a continual soxurce of 
amusement to me. My love of drinking brought 
» many experiences in the course of my life. 

The very day I entered the Ogata school, a 
student approach^ me and asked me where I was 
from. That was the beginning of our conversation. 
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“Let’s become good friends,” he went on, 
becoming friendly. “Won’t you go and have a 
drink with me ? ” 

“Gladly,” I replied. “I am a pretty good 
hand at drinking, myself, though I shouldn’t say 
so perhaps on the first occasion. Nothing would 
give me more pleasure than to go out and have a 
drink. But I have to tell you the truth; I can’t 
spare any money just now. I’ve just come from 
Nagasaki, and it’s even doubtful whether I have 
enough to pay my expenses here. But it certainly 
is kin d of you to ask me.” 

“Don’t talk nonsense,” he returned. “You 
know very well that you need money to drink 
with. You must have something to spare.” 

“If I haven’t, I haven’t.” 

The fellow walked away with an angry glance. 
The next day when I saw him, I spoke to him. 

“I’m wondering what became of your invita- 
tion yesterday. I am more thirsty this morning. 
Can’t we go ? ” 

He muttered something in a bitter tone and 
walked away. 

I waited two or three months tUl I learned 
the way of things at the school and made some 
friends. Then one day I stopped that same fellow 
and had it out with him. 

“You remember,” I began, “when you first 
met me, you tried to do me out of a drink. I 
know very well you were trying to take advantage 
of a new student. You were trying to make me 
pay for that drink. So I didn’t let you fool me. 
But the next day I invited you. What did you 
say then? Remember? Because it was I, Fuku- 
zawa Yukichi, I was able to turn it off. I was 
ready then, if you had been as insolent as you 
were before, to knock you down and drag you to 
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the master’s presence. Perhaf^ you noticed my 
determination ; you backed off like a coward. You 
are a disgrace to the school! You are the kind 
people call ‘ the worm in a lion’s belly.’ I tell you 
right now, don’t try that trick of yours again on 
a new student. If you do. I’ll consider it my own 
affair. I’ll drag you right away to our master and 
ask him to judge you. Remember now!” I think 
I broke down his bullying for the rest of the 
school. 

Later on, by the time I had advanced in my 
studies, many of the older students had gone back 
to their homes, and I was left to become jukucho, 
monitor of the students. However, this high- 
sounding title did not mean any authority. Ac- 
cording to the custom of the school, the jukucho 
was to preside in the upper class when they read 
the most difficult texts. But in daily life I was 
just one of the usual students, studying the foreign 
texts and, between studies, joining the others in 
all sorts of activities which were apt to go too far 
to be commendable. 

So it was quite natural if I rarely stopped to 
think that I should lead an exemplary life in order 
to inspire the rest of the student-body, or imagine 
that any act of mine in raising the moral standard 
of the school would be an act of loyalty to my 
master. No such sage-like idea ever existed in my 
head then. But I was the sort who never took 
advantage of the weak or coveted the possessions 
of others, clean in behavior, never ashamed of 
myself in the “face of Heaven and earth.” So 
while I was leading a rough and tumble life, there 
was in me something different from the rest of 
the crowd. I wanted all the students to be like 
myself, to think and act as I did. That was my 
youthful pride, and I believe it did bear fruit. It 
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might have done harm also, because after all I 
was merely an active young man with no very 
definite purpose. So whatever good I may have 
done in the Ogata student-body was an incidental 
by-product, hardly to be credited to myself. 



CHAPTER IV 


STUDENT WAYS AT OGATA’S SCHOOL 

I WAS still very poor after I had been made 
the monitor, but I was beginning to find my 
living somewhat easier. My mother and little 
niece back at home were living on the small 
salary-rice that our family received from the clan, 
and I was able to board openly in my teacher’s 
household as I was now the monitor of the 
students. Moreover, there was the rule that each 
new student should give two shu to the monitor 
besides presenting the usual gift of money to the 
teacher. So if it happened that there were three 
new students in a month, my income would 
amount to one bu and two shu; if there were 
five, two bu and two shu — a neat sum for a 
student’s pocket money. And most of this went 
to drinks. Then, as my mother sent me clothing 
of homespun cotton from time to time, I did 
not need to buy any. Therefore whenever there 
was any money in my purse, I thought first of 
drinking. I am afraid many a yotmg student 
learned because of me to spend his allowance in 
drioking. 

Our way of drinking was very crude. When 
we did not have much money, we would be con- 
tented to buy three or five go of wine, and take 
it back to the dormitory. When we felt rich — 
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which meant we had as much as one or two shu 
to spend — we would go to a restaurant for a 
carouse. That was a great luxury which did not 
happen often. More frequently we went to the 
chicken-restaurants to take wine with the chicken. 
Still oftener we went to a still cheaper place — the 
beef-restaurant. 

There were only two places where they served 
beef ; one was near Naniwa Bridge, and the other 
near the prostitute quarters of Shinmachi — the 
lowest sort of eating places. No gentleman was 
supposed to enter them. All their customers were 
gorotsuM, or city bullies, who exhibited their fully 
tattooed torsos, and the students of Ogata’s school. 
Where the meat came from and whether it was 
of a cow that was killed or that had died, we did 
not care. They served plenty of beef with wine 
and rice for a hundred and ^ty mon. Certainly 
this meat was often tough and smelled pretty 
strong. 

Although the majority of the students were 
samiuai who could have worn the two swords of 
their rank, most of them, about fifty or sixty 
students, had pawned their swords so that there 
were perhaps only two or three pairs in the whole 
dormitory. Among these were my own, because 
I had not then, nor since, been brought to pawn 
any of my property. Yet we had no difficulty, 
for the few pairs of swords were our common 
property, and anyone wore them who wished to 
appear m formal dress. On ordinary days they 
went around with only one sword so as not to lose 
entirely the dignity belonging to samurai. 

Osaka has generally a warm climate, so there 
was no difficulty for poorly dressed students in the 
winter time. In the siumner, indeed, we found it 
almost nec^sary to live without clothes. Of course 
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in class and in the dining room, we wished to 
appear somewhat respectable, so we wore some- 
thing — usually the haori, or loose overgarment, 
next to the bare body. That must have been an 
odd sight — ^how much a person of today would 
laugh to see it ! 

The floor of the dining hall was not covered 
with tatami, the thick straw mats now generally 
used, but was of bare boards. So it was out of 
reason for us to kneel on these at dinner. We 
wore our sandals in on the floor and ate standing. 
At first we did pass around the rice tub like well- 
mannered people, but that did not last long. 
Gradually we were all pressing aroxmd the big 
rice container, helping ourselves like so many 
devils at an infernal feast. 

Our food was very simple. On the days of 
the month containing the numerals one and six — 
that is, on the first, the eleventh, the twenty-first, 
and on the sixth, the sixteenth, and the twenty- 
sixth — we had boiled onions and sweet potatoes; 
on the days with numerals five and those formed 
with ten, bean-curd soup; on the days of threes 
and eights, sheU-fish soup. Therefore we generally 
knew what was coming for dinner. 

I recall some of the inddents of our nakedness 
in those summer days. One evening five or six of 
us had obtained a generous amount of wine. One 
of the group suggested that we take it out on the 
roof-porch, the open porch on the housetop used 
for drying laundry. But just as we were climbing 
out on the roof, we discovered our teacher’s maids 
already there, enjo3nng the evening breeze. If we 
went out while they were there, certainly talk 
about us would be circulated later on. Then 
Matsuoka Yuki, bolder than the others, stepped 
out and declared he would get those women off 
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the porch. He climbed up, without one stitch of 
clothes on. 

“ A warm evening, isn’t it ? ” 

With these words he stretched himself out on 
the floor. This was too much for the maids. A 
bit confused, they scurried away. As soon as they 
were out of sight, Matsuoka called down to us in 
Dutch that all was well. “ Come on up, old chaps, 
and take care of that wine.” 

There is another incident in connection with 
our nudity. And it was a terrible blunder on my 
part, for one evening I heard a woman’s voice 
calling my name from the lower floor. “What 
could the maid want at this ungodly hour?” I 
thought, for I had just lain down after a hearty 
bout. But if I was called, I could not very well 
lie quietly. I jumped up, and without stopping to 
put any clothes on, I strode downstairs and stood 
^ore the woman. 

“What do you want?” I shouted. 

Before I could get the words out of my 
mouth, I froze to the spot. It was not the maid, 
but our teacher’s wife! I could not run, nor 
could I kneel or bow before her, naked as I was. 
I was helpless. Madame Ogata then perhaps felt 
sorry for my plight. She walked away without 
saying ansdhing. I could not bring myself to call 
on her the next morning to say how sorry I was 
for my misdeed the night before. So the incident 
was passed without an apology, but I have never 
forgotten it. A few years ago when I had occasion 
to be in Osaka again, I visited the old Ogata 
house, and recalling what had once happened at 
the foot of that same staircase, I felt again the 
shame of forty years before. 

I am afraid I cannot easily make real the 
disorder and the careless dirtiness of the school. 
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In our dormitory we had such unexpected articles 
as small braziers and boilers, and we used to do 
much informal cooking about our desks. But 
being always short of utensils, we often used the 
wash-pans and other such instruments for the pre- 
paration of food. If, for instance, a friend were 
to give us some noodles on a summer day, we 
would ask our teacher’s maids to cook it for us in 
the kitchen, and then we would cool it in our 
wash-basin with water from the weU. As for a 
sauce, why, with some of the white sugar stolen 
from the medical supply room where it was espe- 
cially kept, we could make a pretty good flavoring. 
And so for washing vegetables, for dressing fish, 
for any purpose, the one faithful wash-basin came 
in. We never thought it strange. 

However, there were other things to give the 
fastidious qualms. Lice, along with the students, 
were permanent residents of the dormitory, and no 
one could escape their intimacy. Whenever a boy 
took off his gown, he could easily catch five or 
ten of them. In warmer weather, we sometimes 
felt them crawling out from under our collars. 
Once a fellow made them the subject of his 
discourse. 

“The louse resembles the roast potato,” he 
said, “because both of them have prosperity in 
the winter season and decline in the spring. They 
disappear entirely for two months in summer, with 
the flea taking their place. So in September, when 
the new potatoes come, again appears the louse.” 

I once tried a new method of killing the pest. 
I said that the method which the laundresses used 
often— -that of pouring boiling water on the clothes 
— ^was too trite; I would show how to kill them 
off with a single easy operation. So I took my 
underwear to the roof-porch one frosty winter 
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night, and let both the creatures and the eggs 
freeze to death in the cold. But I could not claim 
the invention; someone had suggested this to me. 

As may be easily imagined, there were few 
among us who dressed decently. Yet at every 
festival time, when a street fair was held, we aU 
sauntered out as we were. The crowd, especially 
the girls in it, would cry out, “Here come the 
students!” and hurry back out of our way. They 
looked upon us as if we were eta or some unclean 
people. And certainly we often did what no one 
else but the eta would think of doing. 

One day the proprietor of our favorite beef- 
shop bought a pig, but the man being a soft- 
hearted fellow, could not force himself to kill it. 
So he came to us. 

“All right,” said our spokesman, “but what 
will you give us if we do it?” 

“Weil, Sir, ah—” 

“Will you give us the head?” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

So the crowd set out. Being medical students, 
they knew that the easiest way of securing death 
was by suffocation. They tied the pig’s four legs 
together and threw it into the river nearby. And 
for their reward, they did bring back the de- 
capitated head, and borrowing an axe, cut the 
head up into sections. Then the would-be medical 
men had a fine time studying the brain, eyes, and 
so forth. After the scientific investigation was 
over, they cooked up all the pieces and had a 
grand feast. No wonder the beef-shop keeper and 
others thought we were like the eta. 

One day a drug^st of Doshu-machi came to 
us with an introduction from a doctor of Chinese 
medicine, old-school. He requested us to demon- 
strate the dissection of a bear which he had just 
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received from the forest of Tanba. This was a 
lucky chance, and seven or eight of the students 
interested in anatomy went. I did not go as I 
was not a medical student, but I heard what 
happened at the dissection. 

The students were making their dissection 
with gusto — “ This is the heart ; ” “ Here are the 
lungs;” etc. When they came to the liver, on 
picking it out, someone secured it and made way 
with it. And both the druggist and the doctor 
suddenly left with a simple “Thank you.” Then 
the crowd understood that the druggist’s only 
desire was to secure the bear’s gall-bladder intact, 
as that had been an old staple of healing, and 
knowing that the Ogata students were most sldllful 
in dissecting, he had come to them to have this 
done imder the guise of general anatomical study. 
Therefore he and the old doctor left as soon as 
the liver was taken out from the carcass. 

When this imposition was reported in the 
dormitory, the crowd, eager for a rumpus, decided 
to make something out of it. Among us was a 
ready talker and stubborn debater, named Tanaka 
Hatsutaro (who now lives in Kana2:awa.) So he 
was made the chief speaker. I was appointed to 
draft the letter. Another student, Numata Unpei, 
because of his good handwriting, copied the letter. 
Then the other officers, such as one to escort the 
messenger, another to threaten our victims with 
open fight rather than “quiet” argument, were 
chosen. So six or seven men prepared to present 
our protest to the druggist and the doctor. 

Not naked as we usually were, we dressed 
ourselves formally for the occasion in haori- 
hakama, full skirt and overgarment, and wore our 
two swords. Our argument was based on the 
honor of the medical profession, such as that was. 
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and to that none could noiake a rejoinder. The 
result was that the druggist and the doctor were 
completely hiuniliated ; we got not only their 
apology, but five sho of wine and a chicken and 
a fish; another feast of victory made lively our 
sleeping hall. 

However, we did not always carry our side 
through. Once we were caught in an embarrassing 
corner. Every so often the city officials went to 
inspect the playhouses in Dotonbori. They were 
always shown to the best places in the loges, and 
ushers would bring tea and cakes immediately. 

Knowing about this privilege, some of my 
fellow students got the idea of seeing the plays 
without paying for it. They put on dark hoods 
that partially hid their faces, and wearing pairs of 
swords, proceeded to the theatres to put their 
hoax into effect. No other samurai, other than 
these city oflScials, were supposed to show them- 
selves in public places of amusement like the 
playhouses, so the trick was effective. 

The managers, assuming the aristocratic visi- 
tors to be authentic, received them in all cordiality 
in hope of official favor. The clever students then 
would accept the effusive welcome with silent 
dignity, take the best places, and sit through the 
evening’s entertainment in double enjoyment. 

This passed off quite well for a time, but one 
day, while they were there, the real inspectors 
appeared. And this was no laughing matter— a 
counterfeit of government office. Fortunately one 
of the students knew someone in the city offices. 
To him we went in all humility, and pleaded with 
him to intervene. We were able finally to make a 
private settlement, but we had to send gifts of 
much wine and fish. I believe it cost our poor 
rascals three bu or so in all. 
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I was not actually involved in this affair, be- 
cause I did not care for theatres at all then, and 
was opposed to such a dangerous escapade. 

“This isn’t safe. Suppose you are caught—?” 
I used to say. But the crowd — Takahashi Juneki 
being the leader of it — would return, “Trust in 
our wits. There are more tricks than one if the 
emergency comes.” 

It was funny to see them caught after such a 
boast, but for a while I too was seriously concerned 
over the consequences. 

The rough and tumble life of those days is 
quite beyond the imagination of anyone today. 
We were free to take our own course, as there 
were no police at that time. The Os^a people 
are very timid, for at a street fight the passers-by 
would run away, although in Tokyo the crowd 
would gather around the fight and break it up. 

On warm summer evenings we often went out 
after supper in two parties, and having selected 
the busiest and most crowded part of the city, we 
would come together and break out in a furious 
show of fisticuffs, roaring at each other, swinging 
our arms around, but in reality striking gently so 
as not to hurt each other. Then would the amazed 
crowd run in all directions, the shop-keepers rush 
the goods indoors to protect them behind the 
shutters, and the once busy street in a few 
minutes be entirely deserted The fight then 
stopped and the fighters went home together. 
This gay pastime we indulged in frequently, but 
not in the same district too often. Its nature 
might become obvious. So we changed our battle- 
ground from day to day, from Dotonbori to 
Junkei-machi, and so on. Numata Unpei from 
Shinshu was particularly good at this fighting. 

I had another experience of my own which 
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had a rather pathetic result. I went out one eve- 
ning with a schoolmate, Matsushita Genho, to the 
night-bazaar in the temple grounds called Goryo. 
We were looking at a flower-and-plant stand when 
the proprietor spoke wamingly. “Master, please 
don’t do any mischief.” 

Of course we took this as hinting that he 
thought we were going to steal something from 
his booth. So I yelled out in an angry tone, much 
amused at the idea of frightening the man out of 
his wits : “ I am going to kill this fellow. Don’t 
stand talking, but get hold of him ! ” 

Then my friend, Matsushita, pretending to 
soothe me, said, “ Oh, no, this case isn’t bad 
enough for killing a man, is it ? ” 

“ Don’t stop me ! ” I retorted. “ I’ll kill him 
quicker than I can say it. Watch me ! I’ll show 
you how to kill him with one blow of my fist.” 

By this time the crowd had gathered around 
us. I was, thereupon, more amused than ever. I 
began to talk more loudly. Suddenly a huge fat 
man emerged from the throng. He was a profes- 
sional wrestler. 

“Please forgive the poor fellow this time,” 
he addressed me. “I’ll be responsible for this ac- 
cident, so let me handle him. I won’t let him get 
into trouble again.” 

“AH right,” I replied. “I'll let him go to- 
night, because this big man came in and apologized 
for him. But now, you, look here, if you open 
this shop here again tomorrow. I’ll kill you the 
minute I find you.” 

The next evening I went again to the street 
fair. The honest proprietor of the flower-and-plant 
stand was not in his place, leaving one open space 
in the row of booths. Without any supervision of 
police, we were at liberty to do all the mischief 
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we wanted. But strangely enough, we never did 
anything actually harmful. This affair with the 
flower-stand keeper was about the only one which 
had a serious outcome. 

In one escapade I had a very narrow escape. 
There was a religious procession called Sunamochi 
in which one or two hundred young men of the 
city took part, each carrying a lighted lantern on 
his head, making much noise, singing and shouting. 
I was viewing it with three or four friends when, 
for no good reason — ^perhaps under the effect of 
wine — I knocked a lantern from the head of a man 
with my stick. Then some of the men in the 
procession began to yell, *‘ChiboI Chtbo!” (Thief! 
Thief!) It was a general custom in Osaka that 
when a street-thief was caught, he was beaten to 
death by the crowd and thrown in the river. I 
was truly frightened. I kicked off my clogs and 
ran barefoot toward Dojima where my lord’s 
storage office was located. If I had been over- 
taken, I should have had to draw my own sword 
and defend myself though I had no desire for any 
bloodshed. I ran as I had never run before in 
my life, and did not draw a free breath until I 
found myself safe in the feudal headquarters. 

In the northeast section of Osaka, there is a 
bridge called Ashiya-bashi. Near it at that time 
was a group of houses of ill-fame. At the entrance 
to the section, there was a small shrine dedicated to 
Jizo, or Konpira, or some such popular deity. It 
seemed that this deity was enjoying much trust 
from the people, for often we noticed various 
framed pictures offered before the shrine. Some- 
times it was a picture of a man, or of a woman; 
sometimes there were sealed envelope pasted on 
them; sometimes a lock of hair tied to the 
frame. 
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We often went at night to steal these offerings 
in order to enjoy their contents. One swore to 
the god to give up gambling; another swore tem- 
perance; another offered a picture of a ship for 
coming through a storm at sea in safety; still 
another was of a man who had had much too 
much experience with women; still another from 
a young woman who had not had enough experi- 
ence with men. We stole quite a collection of 
these offerings, for it was too amusing to resist 
them. Perhaps it is a sacrilege to make fun of 
the offerings representing people’s sincere prayers, 
but it was shikata-ga-nai (easy come — easy go) 
with us students of Dutch, who believed neither 
in local gods nor in Buddha. 

It was customary then for a doctor of the old 
school to have his head shaved like a priest, or 
else to wear his hair very long and comb it 
straight down over his brow and around his head. 
Since most of the students in the Ogata household 
were sons of doctors, they themselves usually 
followed one or the other of these styles when 
they came. But after being in Osaka a while, 
they either let their hair grow, or had their fore- 
heads shaved and tied up the long back locks in 
samurai fashion, as being decidedly more swagger 
and becoming. So it is quite like the modem 
vogue of the Buddhist priests who let their hair 
grow, and even wear it parted as men of fashion. 

An amusing anecdote of one young man’s hair 
occurs to me. We had a student from Yedo, 
named Tezuka, the son of a household physician 
in the Tokugawa family. He wore the Tokugawa 
crest of hollyhocks on his garment— a special g^ft 
to his father from the head of the great family. 
He also wore a pair of fine swords, and he had 
plenty of spending money. And proudly, above 
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all, he had a head of beautiful hair, worn in the 
fashionable way. Truly a handsome youth, but a 
rather loose fellow, he frequented the gay com- 
pany of the pleasure-quarter more than the sober 
one of his studies. So one day I spoke to him. 

“Now, Tezuka,” I said to him, “if you will 
promise me to put your mind on your work, I will 
help you and read with you every day. But first, 
you have got to stop going to Shinchi.” 

He seemed suddenly to repudiate his licentious 
life. “I have no taste for Shinchi any more. I 
hate even to think of it,” said the penitent. 

“All right,” said I. “I will teach you then 
every day. But I cannot trust your spoken word. 
Write me your promise.” 

So we drew up a little agreement to the effect 
that Tezuka should be willing to sacrifice his hair 
if he were ever found to have gone to the Shinchi 
quarter again. I made him sign it, and I kept it 
in my desk. 

From that day he began to study very faith- 
fully, I of course helping him as I promised. But 
after a while his continued goodness grew boring. 
Of course it was wrong on my part to think his 
goodness boring, but his adopted virtue was too 
Tinromantic. I began to contrive with two or three 
friends to entice him again to the abandoned 
Shinchi. 

First, we had to find out the name of the 
woman he had been with in Shinchi. That was 
easily found. Then I wrote a fake letter using all 
the terms of endearment that women of that kind 
use. Guessing that she might have once begged 
some perfume from him, I mentioned this with 
repeated emphasis, using incorrect writing so that 
one had to puzzle over the reading of it. When 
it was writtai, one of the accomplices, Matsuoka 
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Yuki, copied it in his clever womanish style. For 
the address we used the name “ Tetsukawa,” an 
idea suggested by another accomplice. In Osaka 
people make the sound Tezuka “Tetsuka” which 
in turn is very much like another name Tetsukawa. 
Hence our clever invention, for a natural error in 
names would be expected in Shinchi. 

We then told a school servant to take the 
letter to Tezuka and tell him that a messenger 
from Shinchi had brought it. We threatened to 
beat him if he betrayed us. But all went well. 
The servant unwittingly said that since there was 
no gentleman in the school by the name of 
“Tetsukawa,” he thought it might be meant for 
Mr. Tezuka. 

We watched unseen the reaction of our victim. 
For a long time Tezuka puzzled over the letter. I 
don’t know whether my reference to perfume hit 
him or not, but the catch in the personal name 
was what might have turned the trick. We had 
succeeded. After three days of hesitation, the 
flattered youth made his way out to Shinchi. 

The delighted little band watched for his 
return the next morning. When the youth came 
into the dormitory, I fell upon him, brandishing 
a pair of scissors. 

“ What are you going to do ? ” cried Tezuka, 
now scared. 

“Don’t ask any questions. I’m gomg to re- 
move that hair of yours— that’s all. It will prob- 
ably take two years to grow such nice hair again. 
Get ready ! ” 

I took hold of his well-dressed top-knot and 
rattled the scissors. He was well frightened and 
began to plead seriously, his hands clasped as if 
in prayer. Then some of the accomplices came in 
to intercede. 
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“What’s the matter?” they asked me as 
though in perfect innocence of it all. 

Then I straightway told all of our agreement, 
and added, “ There is no question about it. Now 
watch me make a shave-pate out of this fellow.” 

“Wait a minute,” one of them called out. 
“You are too rash.” 

Then the others joined in and after a long 
argument, we decided to let Tezuka off with a 
bottle of wine and a chicken supper for all of us 
instead of his penal hair-cutting. Another big 
feast. In fact, we enjoyed our spread so much 
that we taimted poor Tezuka : “ Do go again to 
Shinchi. We want another party.” 

Pretty rough perhaps, but after all, this was 
good medicine for the poor fellow. 

Many different kinds of students made up the 
school. One Yamada Kensuke from Higo province 
was a believer in luck and omens. He would not 
pronounce the syllable shi, for it has the identical 
soimd of the word for “death” in our language. 
At that time the great actor, Ebizo, father of the 
present Danjuro, was giving a series of plays in 
Osaka. Speaking of the plays {shibai in Japanese,) 
Yamada would say, “I am going to see the 
yobai/* thus avoiding the syllable shi. Yamada 
was a good student and a genuine fellow, but his 
superstition did not take with the boisterous crowd 
of students. 

One day he said to me, because I more often 
teased him, “Suppose you were on your way to 
pay some New Year’s calls on the first of the 
year, with all the resolutions in mind, and you 
met a funeral. Wouldn’t you feel badly? But 
suppose you met someone carrying a crane (the 
bird of good-luck, said to live a thousand years) 
wouldn’t you feel good? Now, teU me, which 
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would you rather meet on New Year’s — the funeral 
or the crane ? ” 

“ That’s easy to answer,” I replied. “ I should 
prefer the crane, because I could eat it while I 
couldn’t eat the dead man. But if they wouldn’t 
let me eat the crane, it wouldn’t make any differ- 
ence which it was.” 

And so he was the butt of many practical 
jokes. One day I planned with another boy to 
put a really stiff one over on him. While Yamada 
was out, we took his ink stone and wrapping a 
piece of paper around it, we made an ihai, or a 
“ death tablet ” on which was written the “ death 
name” of the one deceased to be placed in the 
family shrine as a memorial. We made up an 
appropriate “death name” for Yamada and wrote 
it on the improvised tablet. Then taking his rice 
bowl, we filled it with ashes from the brazier and 
placed it before the tablet with incense burning in it. 

When Yamada came back and saw what had 
been done, he changed color and made an expres- 
sion I cannot describe. As I watched him from 
the next room, I really was afraid, because if he 
had not been so self-possessed a man, he might 
have drawn his sword in indignation. 

On another occasion I thought I had gone 
almost too far in the joke. This was when I 
tricked a friend into eating some globe-fish, which 
is thought by many of the country folks to be 
fatally poisonous. I had never been afraid of eat- 
ing it, for in my native province it is thought to 
be a delicacy instead of a danger. Probably it 
depends on the preparation and cooking. One day 
I asked Mito Genkan, a friend, to have a dish of 
“ preserved seabream.” He enjoyed it, sasdng, 
“This is good. Seabream is my favorite dish.” 
And he ate up the entire dish. 
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I waited about two hours and then said, “ Poor 
chap! You thought you were eating seabream, 
but really what you liked so much was a globe-fish 
which my friends at our Nakatsu storage office 
gave me. I suppose you know how long it takes 
to digest such fish? If you can dispose of the 
poison now, try it.” 

Poor Mito was pretty angry and ready to 
fight me. I laughed at him then, but on thinking 
it over later, I came to wonder if the joke were 
not a bit overdone. Suppose a serious mishap had 
occurred—. 

As I have related, once a comrade and I were 
taken for thieves by the flower-and-plant stand 
keeper. He was not far wrong. We really were 
capable of petty stealing, not of very valuable 
objects like a bolt of cloth, but of lifting trays and 
cups and things conveniently carried off after 
drinking m a restaurant. We took great pride in 
getting away with the more bulky ones. One of 
us came back with a large round fan in the back 
of his overgarment ; another got away with qiiite 
a large tray hidden at his breast. A less daring 
one slipped a cover of the lacquer soup bowl in 
his loose sleeve. One night, after the farewell 
party for a student returning home, one fellow 
surprised us by saying “You are all still green- 
horns. Look, what I have this time,” and he 
thereupon produced a complete set of ten trays, 
tied up in a towel. But I am sure the proprietor 
knew all about it, and had added the price of the 
stolen objects to our bill. 

Another story is brought back to me by the 
mention of these trays. One summer night after 
ten o’clock one of the boys suddenly said he was 
thirsty. He did not lack company ; four or five of 
us decided to go out to satisfy this general thirst. 
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The gate of the grounds was already closed 
according to rule, but we threatened the gate- 
keeper and made him open it for us. We searched 
out one of those little eating-staUs, covered with 
woven rush canopies, put up for summer stands. 
There we had dishes of devil-fish and cheap wine 
and started homeward after midnight, bringing 
along a few trays as usual. 

When we came to Naniwa Bridge, we saw a 
pleasure-boat moored underneath the piers. In it 
some men were having an obviously jolly time 
with their attendant geisha, playing and singing. 

“ Look at them ! ” I exclaimed. “ Here we've 
had our poor spree for a mere hundred and fifty 
mon — all we could afford. But look at them down 
there! Because they spend so much, we stay 
poor ! ” 

And into the boat I threw the trays before I 
knew it. The singing stopped at the last tray. 
We did not wait to see if anyone might be hint, 
for we disappeared on the run. Curiously, a month 
afterwards, we learned the sequence of the incident. 

One of my friends told me that at a party he 
met a geisha and heard from her a “funny 
story.” She had been entertaining her guests-of- 
the-evening one night in a boat near Naniwa 
Bridge; several dark figures suddenly appeared on 
the bridge and threw some trays at her. One of 
the trays shot iuto her shamisen, breaking through 
both faces of the instrument. “Fortunately I 
wasn’t hurt,” she concluded, “but think what 
rough people there are in the world 1 ” 

Full well I knew who the “rough people” 
were, but I kept it a secret even from my intimate 
friend 

The habit of drinking has been gradually 
affecting my life, and I have not yet escaped from 
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its influence. While at Ogata's school I once began 
to think of my indulgence as a sin, for no good 
ever came of it. Suddenly I decided to reform 
and give up drinking. To my surprise my tem- 
perance became notorious in the dormitory — ^rather, 
I became the laughing-stock of the whole school. 

“Imagine Fukuzawa a teetotaller! How inter- 
esting — ^how funny! He won’t last ten days, I 
know. He may be a three-day teetotaller. He will 
be drinking tomorrow — ” 

I persevered stubbornly for ten or fifteen days. 
Then a friend, Takahashi Juneki, gave me a 
calling-down. 

“You shouldn’t give up all pleasures,” he 
argued. “I admire your perseverance. It’s a 
wonder how you do it. It is not good, however, 
for you to break a habit entirely even if the habit 
is not a good one. You simply cannot do it. If 
you win cut out drinking, begin smoking. One 
cannot live without some natural indulgence.” 

I knew that Takahashi was half teasing me 
when he suggested smoking, because I had been a 
severe opponent of smoking, calling it useless, un- 
healthy, the least reasonable of habits. “Anyway 
don’t smoke while I am around, for I won’t stand 
that choking, dirty smoke,” I used to say. So it 
was not at all pleasant now to take it up, but I 
was won over by Takahashi’s apparent logic. 

“ Perhaps I will try smoking,” I said. 

As soon as I started smoking, friends gathered 
around to encomrage me. One gave me tobacco; 
another lent me a pipe; one brought a special 
kind of mild tobacco said to be good for the 
beginner. I realized they were only making a fuss 
over me and having a good time at my expense, 
because they knew that until a few days before I 
had been a terrible hater of smoking. But since 
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my stand against drinking was firm, I went on 
p uffing the irritating smoke until, in ten or fifteen 
days, the smelly irritating tobacco ceased to be 
smelly or irritating, and I began to like its flavor. 
And in a month I was a steady smoker. 

But my old love of wine — ^it would not be 
forgotten. I knew the weakness, but I would take 
a sip, and irresistible! Then another sip. Even 
if I swore it would be my last cup, when I shook 
the bottle and heard the bubbling inside, my 
restraint would not last. I drank three go the 
first time. The next day, five go, and then I was 
the old drinker again. By now, I was a regular 
smoker — ^it was impossible to stop either. After 
my resolution, I fooled myself for a month in 
every way, and then came out a full-fledged 
“two-sworded” man, drinking and smoking. Even 
now, at the age of sixty, I have not been able to 
stop smoking although I have managed to deny 
myself the drinking. I have no apology to make 
for all the damage brought upon my health by my 
weakness. 

Most of us being poor, it was seldom that we 
could have the taste of good fish in a restaxurant. 
However, when we were hungry for a fish, we 
could go to the night market near the Tenjin 
Bridge where the left-over fish were sold. We 
could buy them there and wash them in our 
wash-basin, as I have described, and dress them 
on a carving board of a broken desk with our 
kozuka (a little throwing knife attached to a 
samurai’s sword.) This was our usual way of 
having a feast, and often the work of dressing 
the fish was given to me as I was clever vnth my 
hands. 

In March of one year, when the peach trees 
were in bloom, we heard that the trees on 
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Momoyaina, or “peach-mountain” to the east of 
Osaka Castle, were among the finest to be seen. 
So we all decided to go out for a flower-picnic one 
day. Since having our lunch in one of the rural 
tea-houses was out of the question, we bought, as 
usual, some left-over fish and some bean-curd and 
vegetables the night before. On the day of the 
picnic we got up early and prepared our lunch. 
Then we took some wine and set out for 
Momoyama. 

There under the peach blossoms we were 
making merry with the lunch and wine cups 
when suddenly we noticed in the distance the 
smoke of a big fire. It was exactly in the direc- 
tion of Dotonbori where one of us, Nagayo, had 
gone that day to see a play. The fire was of no 
great concern to us, but of course we thought of 
going to rescue Nagayo. So we ran all the way 
from Momoyama to Dotonbori, a distance of some 
six or seven miles. But by the time we reached 
there, all of the three theatres in that district 
had burned to the ground and the fire was ex- 
tending to the north. We were anxious about 
Nagayo but there was hardly any way of locating 
him. 

Soon it grew dark. “ Well, Nagayo must have 
gotten home already. Let us go and see the fire.” 
So we went right into the burning area. People 
were rxinning about, carrying their goods to safety. 
“Let's help them,” we said. And we carried 
bundles of bedding tied in large squares of cloth 
and the family chests zind heavy things. Gradually 
we worked our way right to the edge of the very 
fire. There were firemen pulling down houses 
with ropes tied to the pillars. The firemen asked 
us to help them, so we fell in and worked with 
the ropes among the burning houses. Then they 
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gave us rice balls and wine. It was irresistibly 
fascinating. We worked, ate, and drank all we 
wanted. At about eight in the evening we came 
back to the dormitory. 

But the fire was still burning. Some of the 
more vigorous boys wanted to go back and have 
more fun. Back went several to the scene. It 
happened that the onlookers at fires in Osaka 
were quite different from those in Yedo. Large 
crowds would gather, making plenty of noise, but 
not too near the burning area. Once we shouted 
loud enough for gangway, we could easily push 
our way through the outer crowd into the heart 
of the fire, where there was nobody except the 
professional firemen. So the Ogata students, alone 
with the firemen, had the most lively diversion of 
fighting the fire. 

Although it may seem that we led a pretty 
rough and lawless kind of life as students, among 
ourselves we were very friendly and genuine, and 
never was there a quarrel among us. Of course 
we got into numerous debates, but we rarely let 
these congenial disputes go into actual “ rows.” I 
was naturally not given to any quarrelling, but I 
did enjoy trying my wits on some interesting 
topics. If the theme of the Forty-Seven Ronin 
came up, I would challenge my comrades, “ I will 
take whichever side you are against. If you say 
the Forty-Seven Ronin were loyal, I will prove 
they were disloyal. Or if you want to prove the 
contrary, I will take the opposite side, for I can 
make them loyal men or disloyal men at the twist 
of my tongue. Now, come, all of you together.” 

Such were our innocent debates; sometimes I 
won, sometimes I was beaten; and our voices often 
were loud, but that made it all the livelier. Never 
did our debates grow so serious that the debaters 
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had to decide the absolute right or wrong of the 
problem. 

Still it may appear to the reader that in all 
this happy-go-lucky life of the Ogata students, 
there was rather little time given to the actual 
pursuit of learning. But really that is a wrong 
impression. In the practical end of our study, I 
am sure there was no other group of students in 
Japan at that time who could compare with us in 
energy and hard work. As an instance of over 
intensity, I remember that when I was recovering 
from typhoid fever in my brother’s apartment in 
the feudal headquarters, I asked a servant to b ring 
me a pillow. 

I had found that I had been using a rolled up 
kneeling-mat for my pillow all the while I was HI. 
Now I wanted to have a real one, but when I 
ordered the servant to bring it, he returned to tell 
me he could not find mine anywhere. I realized 
suddenly that I had not used one for the whole 
year that I had been there. I had been studying 
without regard to day or night, rest or relaxation. 
I would be reading all day and when night came 
I did not think of going to bed. When tired, I 
would lean over on my little desk, or stretch out 
on the floor, resting my head on the raised alcove 
ifokonoma) of the room. I had gone through the 
year without ever spreading my pallet and covers 
and sleeping on the piUow. So obviously the 
servant could not find my pillow, for it did not 
exist anywhere in the apartment. This incident 
may illustrate our intense manner of studsdng. 
In this I was not unusual or more studious than 
the others; all my friends lived in this way. We 
could not have studied harder. 

So after entering the dormitoiy, I continued 
in much the same routine. When we happened to 
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have some wine at supper time, I would drink it 
and go to sleep. I would wake up about ten 
o’clock, and sitting at my little desk, would begin 
reading and go on through the night. In the early 
morning hours when I heard the commotions of 
boiling rice in the kitchen, I took that for a signal 
to fall asleep again. Just in time for breakfast, I 
would wake up and go out to the bath house for 
a morning plunge. Then on coming back I would 
fall to at my “morning-rice” and to reading 
again. Such was my almost fixed rdgime. 

As it was a school of medicine, you might 
think that our institution would have been more 
particular in matters of hygiene. But we were 
left to lead oiu: carefree bfe all our own way. 
We were generally healthy, however, perhaps be- 
cause we were naturally strong and able to stand 
abuses ; or it might have been because we thought 
that if we paid too much attention to hygiene we 
would become weaklings. 

Then as to our manner of study: In the 
beginning, each new student, who usually knew 
nothing of Dutch, was given two books of gram- 
mar. These were texts that had been printed in 
Yedo: one called the Grammatica and the other 
Ssmtaxis. The new student began with this Gram- 
matica, and was taught to read it aloud by the 
help of some esplanatoiy lectures. When the new 
fellow had studied this through, he was likewise 
given the Syntaas. And that was the end of his 
instruction in Ogata academy. Whatever in addi- 
tion to this he might accomplish was through his 
own independent study. 

For those who had finished these two texts, 
there were held what we called “reading competi- 
tions ” (haidoku,) or class recitations. Several pages 
from various Dutch texts would be assigned to a 
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class. There being seven or eight classes, each 
consisting of ten or fifteen students, the members 
of a class would draw lots to decide on the order 
of reading. The monitor of each class would take 
the text on the day assigned and call on the 
student whose lot it was to read first. If he 
recited successfully, he would receive a circular 
mark; if he failed in his passage, a black dot. 
When a student could not make his translation, 
the next one by lot would take up the passage, 
and so on through the class until it was rendered. 
Whoever made a perfect recitation without a hitch 
would receive a triangle which had three times 
the value of the circle. 

Our rule was that if a student received the 
highest mark of his class for three months in 
succession, he would be promoted to the higher 
dass. This competition was held on the days of 
the months containing ones and sixes, or threes 
and eights. It may easily be seen that it was 
really like having examinations six times a 
month. 

The only Dutdi texts that the school owned 
wete a few on medicine and physical sciences, in 
all about ten volumes. Each student was, there- 
fore, obliged to copy every word of the one 
precious copy when he had passed the elementary 
stage of the Grammatica and Syntaxis. Again we 
usually drew lots to dedde on the preference of 
a)p 3 dng for the reading competitions. 

There were then no steel pens in use in Japan, 
and our only paper was the ordinary coarse Japa- 
n^e kmd, meant for the native custom of writing 
Mth the brush. Some students used to rub this 
paper with a porcelain bowl to smooth it first, and 
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most of us soon learned to size the paper first 
with alum coating, then to use the quUl pen. 

There were several stores that sold birds’ 
quills, usually of cranes or ducks, cut about three 
inches long, quite cheap. Fishermen were said to 
use them for catching bonito. We would shave 
down the quills, and they served for pens very 
well. For ink — of course as yet no foreign ink 
had been brought in — we rubbed the native ink 
blocks with water and kept the liquid in a pot, or 
sometimes we soaked a piece of cotton in it for 
ease in carrying. 

As this method of copying was obligatory in 
order to have a foreign text, we became quite 
skilled in it. The older students could write with- 
out error while some friend read out the original. 
The amount of copying varied from three to five 
pages before a reading contest. 

Though we were all really good friends— the 
older on^ helping the new students in every way 
by explaining the texts and answering their queries 
—this assistance did not extend to the preparation 
for the class recitations. Then it was a point of 
honor never to expect or receive any help; no 
one ever thought of being so cowardly as to takp 
assistance in the preparation of his required work 
no matter how difficult the passage. Then each 
student had to depend on his own ability with the 
grammars and the one big dictionary the school 
possessed. 

This was the work of Doctor Doeff who had 
formerly resided in the Hollanders’ compound at 
Nagasaki. It was a translation of a German-Dutch 
dictionary known as the Halma. This was vener- 
ated as the one treasure of all Dutch language 
students in the country, being hand-copied by 
various Japanese scholars, and oiur Ogata school 
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possessed one of its few copies. As it was a large 
volume of three thousand pages, it would have 
been impossible for each student to make a copy 
for his personal use. So always three or four 
men would be found around ttds big dictionary 
taking turns for a word. 

Then there was another dictionary : Weiland’s 
Dutch lexicon in six volumes. Whenever a word 
was not to be found in Doeff, we turned to 
Weiland ; but as the text was entirely in Dutch, it 
was beyond the reach of a beginner. On the day 
before our contests, there was always a big crowd 
in the “ Doeff room,” silently taking turns in look- 
ing up words. It was a precious aid, and there 
were no idle students on that evening. Nor was 
there scarcely a one who took a nap through the 
night. 

Gradually the number of books in the Ogata 
collection would be exhausted, and the advanced 
students would have to utilize the prefaces or 
introductions, which had no practical use. Some- 
times these older readers would form a little class 
for reading out-of-the-way material, or sometimes 
they would go and request Ogata Sensei to give 
some lectures. I was among a group which was 
lectured to by our head during my stay there. I 
remember how impressed I was by the minuteness 
and care of his observations, and at the same time 
by the boldness of his conclusions. How many 
times, on returning to our dormitory, we young 
men talked together about the lecture and ex- 
pressed our admiration of Ogata’s learning and 
ability, feeling ourselves rather petty and unlearned 
by comparison with his ideas. Certainly both in 
reputation and in actual accomplishment Ogata 
Sensei was a foremost scholar of his time in the 
new Western cultiure. 
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Our wandering out in the streets for our 
prank-playing was, the reader may be sure, con- 
fined to the evenings after the reading competition 
or to the next day when we had several days of 
freedom ahead of us. Before the ordeal we 
worked desperately. Of course what each student 
learned depended much upon his own native 
ability, but most of them were well skilled in 
reading the foreign texts, for in this school no 
student was ever promoted or graduated auto- 
matically after a number of years in residence. 
Each one was obliged to work his way up by his 
own hard work. 

There is another thing about Doeff’s dictionary 
that I wish to tell in passing. Often certain 
daimyo, the lords of feudatories, in their wish to 
obtain it, would order students of Dutch to make 
copies. This gave a source of income for some of 
us. One page of Doeff had thirty lines. A copy 
of the Dutch section would bring sixteen mon a 
page ; , the Japanese half eight mon, which was 
much better than the pay one got for copying 
ordinar y books m Japanese. The work of the 
whole dictionary of some three thousand pages 
would therefore bring in a substantial sum for a; 
needy student. 

From a modem point of view, the amount 
would seem very small, but then, a koku, or about 
five bushels, of rice was only three hu and two 
shu; one s/w, or about half a gallon, of wine, 
between one hundred sixty-four and two hundred 
mm. A student’s expenses in the dormitory were 
in all about one bu and two shu a month, or less 
than a sum of one hundred mon a day. If he 
could copy ten pages of Doeff a day, he could 
earn more thmi his cost of living. This was a 
privilege for students of Dutch alone; no ordinary 
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copyist cotild think of earning his living and 
studying in a school at the same time. 

In Yedo where the daimyo had their official 
residences, there was much demand for copsring 
various Dutch books as might be expected. So 
the wages for copying were disproportionately 
higher in Yedo than in Osaka. A certain student 
named Suzuki Giroku from Kanazawa went to 
Yedo penniless, but he earned his living there by 
such copying, and moreover saved some twenty 
ryo in a year or two. With this saviug, he came 
to Osaka for more study, and he returned home 
an accomplished doctor. Once he told me that 
Yedo was a good place to make a living, but for 
real study, it could not be done except in Osaka. 
So he had determined to make his way there with 
the saving. 

Of course at that time there were no examples 
of industrial machinery. A steam engine could 
not be seen anywhere m the whole of Japan. 
Nor was there any kind of apparatus for chemical 
experiments. However, learning something of the 
theories of chemistry and machinery in our books, 
we of the Ogata household gave much effort in 
trying out what we had learned, or trying to make 
a thing that was illustrated in the books. 

I had known since my residence in Nagasaki 
that iron could be tin-plated if we had zinc chloride 
for applsdng the tin metal. In Japan the art of 
plating copper with tin by the use of pine pitch 
had b^n known, for all the copper or bronze 
cooking vessels were tin-plated. We students 
decided that we would plate iron by the modem 
method. There was no standard chloric add to 
be purchased in a store, so we had to find out a 
way of preparing it ourselves. After laboring over 
it from the description in the text, we finally 
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made the acid, and obtaining the necessary zinc 
chloride, we succeeded in plating iron with tin — a 
feat beyond the practice of any tin craftsman in 
the land. Such was the irresistible fascination of 
our new knowledge. 

Next we sought to produce iodine. Having 
worked up its chemical formula together, we went 
to the market at Tenma and bought a quantity of 
seaweed. We roasted this over a fire, applied 
other processes, and worked till we were black 
with the smoke, but by no means were we able 
to get a satisfactory result. 

Then we tried ammonium chloride. The first 
requisite for this experiment was bone, but we 
learned that horse-hoof would serve as well. So 
we went to a store where they sold tortoise-shell 
ware to get some fragments of horse-hoof. It was 
quite cheap; we could have it for the asking. I 
had heard that horse-hoof was used for fertilizing, 
but that was of no concern to us. We took a 
large quantity of the hoof and covered it in an 
earthenware jar with a layer of clay; then placed 
it on a charcoal fire in a large bowl. As we 
fanned the fire vigorously, a smelly vapor came 
out; this we condensed in an earthenware pipe. 

Our experiment was going very weU, and the 
condensed vapor was dripping freely from the 
pipe, but the disadvantage proved to be the awful 
stench of the vapor. It can easily be imagined 
what the result of heating bones and horse-hoof 
would be, especially in the small back yard of the 
dormitory. Our clothing became so saturated with 
the gas that when we went to the bath house in 
the evening, the street dogs howled at us. Then 
we tried the experiment naked; our skins absorbed 
the smell. The young men were so keen on their 
experiment that they stood the smelly ordeal with- 
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out complaint. But all the neighbors objected and 
the servants in the Ogata household wailed that 
they could not eat their dinner on account of the 
sickening gas. 

After all our hardships and the complaints 
and apologies, a strange powdery thing was the 
result — ^not very pure, nor the correct crystals of 
ammonium chloride. At this stage most of the 
young men, including myself, decided they had 
had enough. But others, more stouthearted, would 
not give up the search ; they insisted that to give 
up a work unfinished was a disgrace to their pro- 
fession. And so ammonium chloride was pursued. 

They hired a cheap boat on the Yodo River, 
and placing their brazier and utensils on board, 
continued the odorous experiment in midstream. 
Still the vapor penetrated the nearby shores, and 
the people would come out and yell to them to 
get out of the way. Then the young men would 
have the boat rowed upstream, keeping on with 
the experiment until they were urged to move 
again downstream. So up and down from Tenjin 
Bridge to Tamae Bridge they went on for many 
days. The chief of these determined students 
was Nakamura Kyoan from Konpira in SanuM 
province. 

Besides such experiments in chemistry, the 
Ogata students were interested in dissecting ani- 
mals, stray dogs and cats, and sometimes even 
the corpses of decapitated criminals. They were 
a hardened, rather reckless crowd, these aspirants 
for Western learning, but they were also studious 
and earnest in many ways that escaped the general 
notice. 

I recall another episode in the manufacture of 
chemicals. One day we worked hard to obtain 
sulphuric add. We produced some— very black 
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and impure. But the time was late in the day, 
and a student, Tsuruta Senan, put the acid in a 
rice bowl and placed it on his shelf to keep until 
the next day. He forgot aU about it, and by 
some chance, he knocked the bowl from the shelf 
and received a shower of the sulphuric acid ail 
over himself. Fortunately, he was not much in- 
jured, but the double layer of his clothing— for it 
was in the cool early spring — was burned to 
shreds. 

Of course, we needed many bottles in our 
chemical works. The earthenware wine bottles 
were exactly right, and we used to order wine 
from our favorite shop, Kometo, and keep the 
bottles for other uses ^ter drinking the contents. 
Thus we kept so many of them that the wine 
merchant began to suspect us, and secretly in- 
quired the fate of his vessels from the servants of 
our dormitory. He learned that the bottles were 
being needed more than the contents. The mer- 
chant became very cautious, and after that refused 
to send wine to our dormitory, much to the 
mortification of the students. 

Ogata Sensei was a doctor to Lord Kuroda of 
Chikuzen, the grandfather of the present nobleman 
of that name. It was not that he went to Chiku- 
zen or to Yedo to serve him, but he was simply 
the lord’s favorite doctor in Osaka. Whenever 
Lord Kuroda passed through Osaka on his annual 
journey to Yedo, Ogata would present himself to 
pay ifis respects in the feudal headquarters on 
Nakano-shima. 

One year — the third or fourth year of Ansei 
(1856-1857) — Ogata Sensei had returned from this 
visit of state to his lord when he sent for me in 
his own room and showed me a new volume of 
Dutch print. 
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“ Today on my official visit to his lordship, he 
showed me this book, sasdng he had recently 
acquired it. So I asked for permission to look it 
over during his stay here.” 

I took in the book with devouring eyes. It 
was a new text in physical science recently trans- 
lated from English into Dutch with the name of 
Vanderbilt (?) The contents seemed to hold much 
that was new to us, especially the chapter on 
electricity. 

All that we knew about electricity then had 
to be gleaned from fragmentary mention of it in 
the Dutch readers. But here in this new text 
from Europe was a full explanation based on the 
recent experiments of the ^eat English physicist, 
Faraday, even with the diagram of an electric 
cell. My heart was carried away with it at first 
sight. 

This is a wonderful book. Sir ! ” I exclaimed 
to Ogata. “How long do you think we might 
keep it?” 

“Well,” he replied, “I was told that my lord 
will stay in Osaka for two days. I suppose he 
would not mind our keeping it until his departure.” 

“I should like to have my friends share in 
seeing the book,” I explained, and then bore the 
volume back to the dormitory. 

“ Look at this ! ” 

All the young men rose up as one and 
crowded around me and the book, as eager as I 
was. Two or three of the older students and 
myself dedded, on talking it over, to make a 
copy of it. 

“See here,” we said. “Just looking at the 
book won’t do you any good. Now we must get 
together and copy it.” 

But then, to copy a volume of a thousand 
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pages! We decided to do just the final chapter, 
the one on electricity. If we could have broken 
the book up and divided the copying among the 
thirty or fifty “ready-quill men,” the entire con- 
tents might have been kept. But of course injur- 
ing the nobleman’s possession was out of the 
question. However, we worked in all our speed, 
and the Ogata students could work expertly. One 
read aloud ; another took down the dictation ; 
when one grew tired of writing and slowed down, 
another was waiting with his quill, and the ex- 
hausted one would go to sleep, regardless of time, 
morning, noon or night. 

Thus, working day and night, through meal 
hours and all, we finished the whole chapter in 
the time allotted, and the section on electricity, 
about one hundred and fifty pages with its 
diagrams, remained our manuscript. We finished 
reading the text for correction and regretted that 
we had no more time for the other parts. But to 
have retained so much we coimted fortunate, and 
when the evening of Lord Kuroda’s departure 
came, we all handled the book affectionately in 
turn and ^ve it a sad leave-taking as if we were 
parting with a parent. When we heard from 
Ogata Sensei that Lord Kuroda had paid eighty 
ryo for the book, we were dumbfounded. Such 
cost was so far beyond our conception that we 
should never have had even the desire or ambition 
to acquire such a treasure. 

This event quite changed the whole approach 
to the subject of electricity in the Ogata house- 
hold. I do not hesitate to say that my feUow- 
students became the best informed men on the 
new science in the entire country. I dare say I 
owe to the copy of this book much of the knowl- 
edge which enables me to understand something 
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of the electrical industry today. Many years later 
I remembered the book and wished to see the 
original again. A number of times I called at the 
Kuroda residence to try to borrow it— for the 
times had changed, and I had become a personal 
friend of the lord— but I was always told that 
since the great upheaval of the Restoration (1868), 
the book had been lost. I have always regretted 
this, feeling its loss like separation from an old 
friend. 

I think this incident wiU prove that the young 
men around Ogata Sensei were, as a group, as 
zealous for foreign culture as any students in the 
world. Every now and then a student came from 
Yedo to Ogata’s school to study, but never did 
any one leave it for such purpose. 

If any went to Yedo, it was for teaching and 
not for more study. We often talked about this 
fact among ourselves, and said proudly that we, 
the Osaka students, were above any in the country. 
But it could not have been that all the good 
students gathered in Osaka and no able ones lived 
in Yedo. It seems to me that the situation of the 
country then created this contrasting standard of 
scholarship in the two cities. 

In Yedo, though the country’s intercourse with 
foreign lands was yet at its beginning, there were 
constant demands for the Western knowledge from 
the ^vemment offices and from the various feudal 
nobility resident there. Consequently anyone able 
to read foreign books, or make any translation, 
secured the reward of this patronage. There was 
even the possibility of a poor language student 
being made a salaried samurai over night. 

Osaka, on the contrary, was a city of mer- 
chants devoted to intemhl conamerce ; it was 
hardly to be expected that anyone there wanted 
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to be informed on Dutch gunnery or Western 
arts. Therefore, however much we studied, our 
work and knowledge had practically no connection 
with the actual means of gaining livelihood or 
making a name for ourselves. Not only that, but 
the students of Dutch were even looked upon 
with contempt by most men. Then why did we 
work so hard to learn Dutch? It would seem 
that we were simply laboring at the difficult 
foreign texts for no clear purpose. 

However, if anyone had looked into omr inner 
hearts, he would have foimd there an untold 
pleasure which was our consolation. In short, we 
students were conscious of the fact that we were 
the sole possessors of the key to knowledge of 
the great European civilization. However much 
we suffered from poverty, whatever poor clothes 
we wore, the extent of our knowledge and the 
resources of otu: minds were beyond the reach of 
any prince or nobleman of the whole nation. If 
our work was hard, we were proud of it, knowing 
that no one knew what we endured. “In hard- 
ship we found pleasure, and the hardship was 
pleasure.” To illustrate, our position was like that 
of someone taking bitter medicine without know- 
ing exactly what it was good for. We simply 
took it because nobody else in the country could 
take it— the more bitter it was, the more gladly 
we took it. 

Though we often had discussions on many 
subjects, we seldom touched upon political subjects 
as most of us were students of medicine. Of 
course, we were aU for free intercourse with 
Western countries, but there were few among us 
who took really serious interest in that problem. 
The only subject that bore our constant attack 
was Chinese medidne. And by hating Chinese 
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medicine so thoroughly, we came to dislike every- 
thing that had any connection with Chinese culture. 
Our general opinion was that we should rid our 
country of the influences of the Chinese altogether. 
Whenever we met a young student of Chinese 
literature, we simply felt sorry for him. 

Particularly were the students of Chinese 
medicine the butt of our ridicule. There was a 
noted doctor of Chinese medicine, named Hanaoka, 
in our neighborhood. The students in his academy 
appeared to be all very well-to-do. We could never 
have compared our poor clothing with theirs. We 
often met each other on the streets, but we never 
exchanged greetings ; rather, some severe glances 
passed between us. After we had gotten out of 
the range of their hearing, we would break out in 
our usual execrations. 

“ Look at them ! ” one of us would begin. 
“ They have good clothes on, but that is about all 
there is to them. They think they are learning 
something; they listen to those crazy lectures of 
their master, but he simply repeats the same old 
mouldy theories handed down for how many cen- 
turies! Poor things! And the one who stores 
the greatest amount of rubbish in his head becomes 
the monitor of the school! Isn’t it sad that these 
‘ doctors ' are going to begin killing people pretty 
soon? Wait tiU the time comes; our medidne 
will put an end to their practice. Pretty soon you 
wiU never see those foolish ‘doctors’ any more.” 

So we often indulged ourselves in this kind of 
happy boasting, but none of us had any definite 
idea how the future was to be brought about. 

To conclude, most of us were then actually 
putting all our energy into our studies without 
any definite assurance of the future. Yet this 
lack of future hope was indeed fortunate for us, 
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for it made us better students than those in Yedo. 
From this fact I am convinced that the students 
of the present day, too, do not get the best results 
from their education if they are too much con- 
cerned about their future. Of course, it is not 
very commendable, either, to attend school with- 
out any serious purpose. But, as I say, if a 
student regulates his work too much with the 
idea of future usefulness in society, or of making 
money, then he will miss what should be his most 
valuable education. During one's school life, one 
should make the school work his chief concern. 



CHAPTER V 


A TEACHER OF DUTCH IS FACED WITH 
LEARNING ENGLISH 

I N the fifth year of Ansei (1858) when I was 
twenty-five years old, it came about that I 
left Osaka for Yedo. I received an order 
through the headquarters of my clan in Yedo that 
there was some work for me to do there. An 
official in service there, Okami Hikozo, was an 
ardent advocate of Dutch culture. He had been 
endeavoring to use his influence in opening a 
school of Dutch language in the estate of our clan 
in Yedo. Already he had gathered together under 
himself several students, and had secured the 
services of such scholars as Matsuki Koan and 
Sugi Koji for their instruction. Now he learned 
that I was completing my studies in Osaka, so he 
decided that I, rather than the scholars of other 
clans, should be employed as teacher. 

The presiding officer of our clan then in Yedo 
was none other than Okudaira Hri. I have much 
to be proud of in the relations between Hd and 
myself, for though there had been some hard 
feeling between us since when we both lived in 
Nagasaki, we never let the feeling grow into a 
quarrel. 

He must have found out later that while I 
was bowing politely before him, taking his letters 
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for my return to Nakatsu with obvious good will, 
I was thumbing my nose at him and sticking out 
my tongue behind his back. However, no one 
ever was told of this affair— nor did I ever reveal 
by word or expression my feeling against him. 
But rather I had been repeating my gratitude for 
whatever good he had done for me. There was 
also my secret copying of his valuable book. 
Perhaps we had evened up our scores against each 
other— his deception and my theft. But then, he 
was, after all, a good-natured son of a high 
official. He took things easily when I showed no 
sign of my old feeling. And when the question 
of railing me to Yedo came up, he raised no 
objection, although, as the presiding officer in the 
Yedo office, he might have prevented it. When I 
come to think of this, I feel that he was a much 
bigger man than I. 

Before leaving Osaka for my new post in 
Yedo, I first made a visit to my mother. It was 
at the time of a great epidemic of cholera ; many 
victims were dying even in the neighborhood of 
our home. While the epidemic was still raging, I 
took passage again by the Inland Sea vessel and 
returned to Osaka where I w^ officially to leave 
for Yedo. 

According to the rule of bur clan, when a 
man with my social rank held an office or traveled 
in an official capacity, he was to have one follower 
with him. So I was given the expenses for one 
man, but a serving man was quite beyond my 
pr^ent need. However, there was the money. 
Well, I could take some friend who wanted to go 
to Yedo with me. I aimounced this in our Ogata 
dormitory, and one Okamoto ShuMchi, a Hiroshima 
man who later changed his iwme to Furukawa 
Setsuzp, spc^e up and ^d he would like to go. 
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“M right,” I replied. “But you understand, 
when we reach Yedo, you have to boil the rice 
for me. We shall have our quarters provided for 
us, and the rice also. And they will lend us a 
stove and a kettle. But if I am to take you along 
instead of a servant, you will have to boil the rice 
for me. Will you do that?” 

“ Boiling rice won’t be a hard work. I will do 
that for you.” 

“ Well then, come along.” 

So off we started for Yedo. Another student 
from the Ogata dormitory happened to be leaving 
also for Yedo ; so we had a party of three intinaate 
friends, this third fellow being Harada Raizo from 
Bitchu. 

Needless to tell, we walked all the way— three 
hundred miles— from Osaka to Yedo along the 
old highway, Tokaido. It was late in October and 
growing somewhat cold, but a good season for 
walking. We were fortunate enough not to be 
stopped for even a day at the river crossings. 

On reaching Yedo, we fimt reported at the 
Okudaira residence at Kobikicho, Shiodome, and 
were told we would find our quarters in Teppozu 
where lesser ofiicials had tfieir apartments. So 
Ofcamoto and I took up our lodgings there and 
beg^ batcheloris house-keeping. Harada, who had 
been our fellow-traveler, took up his abode in the 
household of the gr^t doctor, OtsuM Shunsai, at 
Neribei in the ward of Shitaya. We foimd several 
acquaintances of oius in the city and made many 
more soon; so our life in the feudal capital grew 
more interesting daily. 

Srortly after being settled in our dan head* 
quarters, tinree or four sons and brothers of the 
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attend, and my little apartment took on the air of 
a small school. 

As I have said, a student from Osaka came to 
Yedo always to teach — not to study. So I took 
my share of pride in illustrating this fact. How- 
ever, at times I felt some misgivings in not know- 
ing surely what ability the scholars in Yedo had. 
One day I had an occasion to visit Shimamura 
Teiho, a physician from Ogata’s school and an 
old friend of mine. He was then in Yedo, engaged 
in translating foreign books. Whenever we met, 
our talk always drifted to the subject of foreign 
culture. 

On that day he brought out a book on physi- 
ology which he was then working on, and said 
that he could not by any means understand a 
passage in it. And truly it was a difficult one 
when I looked at it. I asked him curiously if he 
had shown this section to any of his scholar- 
friends. 

“ Oh, of course,” he replied. “ I have worked 
over it with five or six of my friends, but we 
could not make anything out of it.” 

“That’s interesting,” I exclaimed. “I will 
show you that I can get it.” 

I read over the passage several times. It was 
hard. But after I had studied it silently for half 
an hour, I got it. 

“Now I have it!” And I gave my translation. 
“It seems easy, once you get it, doesn't it?” 
And I laughed with my grateful friend. 

The passage, as I recall, dealt with the relation 
l^tween light and the human eye. When you 
lighted two candles and did something to one of 
the lights, something happened. I do not remem- 
ber exactly, but it will be found in Shimamura’s 
translation, entitled Seiii Hatsumo. 
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Misx this incident I felt safer; I secretly 
decided that there were few scholars of Dutch in 
Yedo who could surpass nae in the work of 
translating- , 

Eyen further than this, I sometimes took a 
difficult passage of a book to various senior 
scholars to test their ability. I sought out passages 
which in Ogata’s school many of the students had 

mistranslated, and pretended that I was unable to 

interpret them. Then it sometimes happened that 
these digged gentlemen, considering themselv^ 
authorities on Dutch in Yedo, would again 
translate the passage, to my secret exidtatiom 
Certainly not very commendable, yet for a young 
man of high spirit, this secret joy was tantalizingly 
sweet. After all, it was necessary for me to know 
something of the standard of the Yedo scholars, 
for without some tangible proof, I could not wisely 
uphold our boast in Osaka that the scholars in 
Yedo were not to be much feared. I had thxis 
satisfied myself and felt relieved, but something 
else occurred to upset my tranquility. 

The year after I reached Yedo— the sixth year 
of Ansei (1859)— there was established the so-called 
“ Treaty of the Five 

Yokohama was formally opened for trade^^ ^ 
foreign countries. One day I went to Yokohama 
for sight-seeing. There was nothing of the town 
of Yokohama then— a few temporary dwellings 
tiari been erected here and there ^ posts for the 
foreign trade, and in these the pioneer merchats 
were living and showing their wares. 

• To my chagrin, when I tried to speak with 
them, no one seemed to imderstand me at all. 
NOr was I able to understand anything spoken by 
any one of aH the foreigners I met. Neither could 
1 read anything of the signboards over the shops. 
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nor the labels on the bottles which they had for 
sale. There was not a single recognizable word in 
any of the inscriptions or in any speech. It might 
have been English or French for aught I knew. 

At last I came upon a shop kept by one 
Kntipfer(?) who was a German. I think he was 
German; he did not speak Dutch, but he could 
read it when he saw it in writing. So we con- 
versed by this paper method. I bought a few 
things from him and returned to Yedo. 

What a self-imposed labor it was on my part! 
Because of the closing hour of the gate of our 
compound, which was twelve, midnight, I had to 
leave home just before the closing hour, and 
retmn before the same hour of the next day. 
This meant that I had been walking for twenty- 
four hours, a distance of some fifty miles, going 
and coming. But the fatigue of my weary legs 
was nothing compared with the bitter disappoint- 
ment in my heart. 

I had been striving with all my powers for 
many years to leam the Dutch language. And 
now when I had reason to believe myself one of 
the best interpreters in the country, I found tbaf 
I could not even read the signs of merchants who 
had coine to trade with us from foreign lands. It 
was a bitter disappointment, but I knew it was no 
time to be downhearted. 

Those signs must have been either in KnglisT i 
or in French— probably English, for I had had 
inklings that English was the most widely used 
language. A treaty with the two English-speaking 
cotmtries had just been concluded. As certain as 
day, English was to be the universal language of 
the future. I realized that a man would have to 
be able to read and converse in English to be 
recognized as a scholar in foreign subjects in the 
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coming time. In my disappointment my spirit was 
low, but I knew that it was not the time to be 
sitting still. 

On the very next day after returning from 
Yokohama, I took up a new aim in my life and 
determined to begin the study of English. But, 
needless to say, there was no teacher of English 
then in Yedo. I did not know how to begin. I 
found, after inquiring around, that there was an 
interpreter named Moriyama Takichiro who had 
been called from Nagasaki to help in the negotia- 
tion proceedings of the new treaty. I heard that 
this man knew some English though his specialty 
was Dutch. I went at once to Moriyama’s house 
and implored him to teach me English. 

He was very kind and said that, though he 
was very busy in his duties as interpreter, he 
would do what he could to help me if I was so 
anxious to learn. He decided that I should come 
to his house early in the morning before he went 
to his office. I lived in Teppozu then and his 
house was in Koishikawa, a distance of about two 
ri (five miles,) but every morning I rose betimes 
and walked to Moriyama’s residence. I never had 
the luck of having a single lesson with him. One 
day I would be told that it was already time for 
his office — I should come earlier tomorrow. When 
I went earlier the next morning, he had an unex- 
pected visitor. It was not any unkindness on his 
part. It was but natural that he should be so 
engrossed at the critical period of the treaty 
negotiations. 

At length he said it was too bad that he had 
been making me come to no avail so many times 
— so would I mind coming in the evening? I 
began, then, and called in the evening, leaving my 
place at about sunset. My route lay near Kanda 
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Bridge and Hitotsu-bashi, where the Higher Com- 
mercial School now stands. At that time it was a 
desolate region, called Gojiin-ga Hara, full of huge 
pine trees; a perfect setting for highwaymen. I 
can still remember how fearful it seemed to ,pass 
through it on my way home at eleven or twelve 
at night. 

Again all my patience and exertion went for 
nothing. Moriyama would have a caller one even- 
ing; on another night he would be called out by 
the foreign bureau. I had been going to his 
residence every evening for two or three months, 
and the interpreter had not been able to give me 
any of his time. Then, too, I came to hear that 
Moriyama did not really know very much English ; 
he knew the pronunciation of a few words. But 
reluctantly I gave him up as my teacher-to-be. 

I had bought two volumes of a small English 
conversation book at Khiipfer’s store in Yokohama. 
It contained sentences in Dutch and EugliRh. 
Therefore, with the aid of a Dutch-English dic- 
tionary, I thought I would be able to use it for 
my own study. Yet no store in Yedo or Yoko- 
hama was selling a foreign dictionary. By good 
luck I learned that in the government school of 
foreign culture, known as Bansho Shirabesho, there 
were many dictionaries. 

To have access to these books, I had to be- 
come a bona fide student. But since it was an 
institution of the central government, it would not 
admit any member of outside dans without much 
formality. I had to go to the highest official of 
my clan in Yedo and get his seal on my petition. 
Then putting on formal dress, kamishimo, with 
elaborate wide shoulder-guards and divided skirt, 
I took my application to the school of foreign 
culture, located at the foot of Kudan Hill. At 
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that time Mzukuri Genpo, grandfather of Mizukuri 
Rinsho, was director ; he at once permitted me to 
enter as a student. 

Once registered as a student, I could borrow 
the dictionary. I asked for it right away, and sat 
in the reading room for day-students, looking 
through it for some time. Then taking out my 
cloth for parcels, I began to wrap it up to take it 
home. An attendant stepped up suddenly. “ There 
is no objection to your using that here, but you 
cannot remove a book from the buildup.” 

“Well,” I thought, “it isn’t very practicable 
to come aU the way here from Teppozu every (fey 
simply to look up some words.” So I gave up the 
school on the very first day. 

While I was wondering what could be done, 
by another stroke of luck I obtained a dictionary 
for my own use. I had asked some merchants 
trading with the foreigners in Yokohama to be 
looking for a Dutch-English dictionary. One fey I 
heard there was a small one in two volumes, 
called Holtrop, which contained phonetic notations. 
The price was five ‘^o though they were very 
thin volumes. I petitioned my clan to buy them 
for me. 

Once with these at my command, I felt there 
was hope for my endeavor. I made firm my 
determination to learn the new language by my 
own efforts. So day and night I plodded along— 
alone with the new books for sole comp^ons- 
Sometimes I tried to make out the English sra- 
tences by translating each word into Dutch; some^ 
times I tried forming an English sentence from 
the Dutch vocabtdary. My sote interest then was 
to accustom myself to the English language. 

Then I realized that I ought to have a friend 
to work, with me. But I found it was going to be 
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difficult to find a companion in this study. All the 
students of Dutch were now facing the keen dis- 
appointment of finding out that Dutch was not a 
universal language. Naturally not one of them 
wanted to admit that all his work had come to 
naught, or that he had to drop all he had acquired 
in Dutch and begin the study of another language. 
It would be hard for any foreign-language student 
to reach this resolution. 

Such was the thought of my friend Kanda 
Kohei when I approached him. He honestly con- 
fessed: “Yes, I have thought of what you say 
for a long time. And I really tried to learn Eng- 
lish by myself, but it was beyond me. I don’t 
see how to make an3d:hing of it. If you have the 
spirit, I wish you’d try, and if you make a good 
start in it, I will join you. But for the present, I 
haven’t the courage.” 

Murata Zoroku (later Qmura 
Masujiro) and sought his aid, but this fellow had 
an entirely different idea. 

“ Don’t try to get me into such useless labor,” 
he exclaimed. “What is the use of learning Eng- 
lish? All the important books will be translated 
by the Dutch. You can read them. And what 
more do you want ? ” 

“Yes,” I replied, “ that’s one side of the 
argutoent. But do you think the Dutch will 
translate everything? The other day I went to 
Yokohama and what happened ? I couldn’t speak 
with the foreigners or read the signs of the shops 
at all. Dutch alone is not enough. Rnghsh is 
going to be necessary^,” 

“M right. If you in^t on it, go ahead and 
study it. But I will read the Dutch translation 
whenever I need anything.” 

I had to give up any more arguing with him. 
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I went to Harada Keisaku. He was enthusiastic 
and promised to join me whatever others might do. 

“Fine,” said he. “We will accomplish some- 
thing together, whatever happens.” So we two 
began. 

At that time a young lad had reached Yedo 
from Nagasaki. We heard that he knew some 
English, and we tried to get some pronunciation 
from him. Then occasionally there were ship- 
wrecked Japanese fishermen who were brought back 
by foreign ships. These poor men had formerly, 
by government decree, not been permitted to re- 
enter this land, but after the new policy of “open 
ports” came into effect, they were allowed to 
return home. Whenever we heard of any such 
men, we called on them at their lodgings, and 
asked them to give us any English they knew. 

The pronunciation was naturally the most 
difiicult part of all in the new language. The 
meaning and construction of a sentence was not 
so difficult. When, with the help of a dictionary, 
we replaced every word in the English sentence 
with a Dutch word, most of the sentences could 
be understood. So in studying the pronunciation, 
any child or xmeducated fishermen who had been 
thrown with Englishmen or Americans could fiU 
the place of teacher very well. And this pronun- 
ciation too did not prove to be so very difficult 
when we had gone ttuough the initial stage. 

After a while we came to see that English 
was not entirely so foreign a language to us as 
we had thought. Our fear in the beginning that 
we were to find all our labor and hope expended 
on Dutch to have been spent in vain, and that we 
were to go through the same hardship twice in 
our lives proved happily wrong. In truth, Dutch 
and English were both “ strange languages written 
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sideways ” of the same origin. Our knowledge of 
Dutch could be applied directly to English; our 
one-time fear was a groundless illiKion. 



CHAPTER VI 


I JOIN THE FIRST MISSION TO AMERICA 

T he year after I was settled in Yedo— the 
^th year of Ansei (1859)— the government 
of the Shogun made a great decision to 
send a ship-of-war to the United States, an enter- 
prise never before attempted since the foundation 
of the empire. On this ship I was to have the 
good forttme of visiting America. 

Though it had been called a warship, the 
vessel was a very small sailing craft equipped 
with an auxiliary steam engine of one himdred 
horsepower, which was used for manoeuvring in 
and out of harbors. In the open sea she must 
depend entirely on sail. The government had pur- 
chased her from the Dutch for 25,000 ryo a few 
years before, and had named her the Kanrin-maru. 

Since the second year of Ansei (1855,) after 
the opening of the ports, officers had been study- 
ing navigation and the science of steamships under 
the Dutch residents of Nagasaki. By now, their 
skill and practice had made them able to venture; 
so the council of the Shogun had decided that 
Japanese officers and crew should take a ship 
across the Pacific to San Frandsco at the occasion 
of our first envoy’s departure to Washington. The 
Kanrin-maru was to act as a kind of escort to the 
envoy, who was sailing on an American warship. 
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Fukuzawa with some members of the crew of Kanrin-maru. From left to right * 
Nezu Kinjiro, Hamaguchi Yoemon, Kooagai Gohachiro, Hida Hamagoro, 
Okada Seizo, Fukuzawa Yukichi. This is the oldest likeness 
of Fukuzawa existing. 
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The captain of our ship was Kimura Settsu-no 
Kami; next in command was Katsu Rintaro; other 
officers were Sasakura Kiritaro, Hamaguchi Yoemon 
and Suzufuji Yujiro; the navigators were Ono 
Tomogoro, Han Tetsutaro and Matsuoka Hankichi ; 
the engineers Hida Hamagoro and Yamamoto Kin- 
jiro. Acting as purser and assistant were Yoshioka 
Yuhei and Konagai Gohachiro. The interpreter 
was Nakahama Manjiro. Among the junior officers 
were Nezu Kinjiro, Akamatsu Daizaburo, Okada 
Izo, and Kosu^ Tsunenoshin. There were also 
two doctors, sailors, and stokers to the number of 
sixty-five. The entire crew, including the captain’s 
personal servant, amounted to ninety-six men— a 
larger number than usual for the ship. I recall 
many things of this voyage worthy of being set 
down. 

This voyage of Kanrin-mara was an epoch 
making adventure of our nation; every member 
of the crew was determined to take the ship 
across una^isted by a foreigner. At about that 
time Captain Brooke, an American officer, had 
come to Yokohama. He had been engaged in 
taking soundings in the Pacific ocean on board a 
small sailing vessel, Fenimore Cooper, which was 
wrecked on the southern coast of Japan. The 
captain and another officer of the ship, with a 
doctor and several sailors, also saved from the 
wreck, were being kept imder the protection of 
the Japanese government. Now, on learning that 
a Japanese ship was going to San Francisco, they 
wished to be carried across. 

The government officials agreed to this and 
were about to grant the permit for the Americans 
when the staff of the Kamin-maru protested 
strongly, the reason being that if the American 
navigators went along, the Japanese staff would 
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feel an implied slur on their own independent 
ability to sail. Their opposition grew out of the 
sense of honor for themselves and for their coun- 
try, so the Shogunate officials were much concerned 
for a while. But they finally insisted that the 
ship should take Captain Brooke and men on board. 
Probably the elder officials of the government were 
in reality uncertain of the ability of the Japanese 
crew and thought Captain Brooke would be of use 
in case of emergency. 

My greatest wish was to sail somehow or 
other on this voyage. I thought that, as Captain 
Kimura was a person of high rank — the real head 
of our navy, as it were — he would need some 
personal servants with him as befitted his rank. I 
had to find some method of access to him and 
ask him to let me serve as his personal steward 
on the voyage. 

Fortunately there was a near relative of Cap- 
tain ICimura whom I knew. He was a physician 
in service of the government. Dr. Katsuragawa 
who was looked up to almost as the patriarch of 
Dutch culture in Japan by all the students of the 
country. When I reached Yedo the year before, I 
had taken the first opportunity of paying my 
respects to him, and since then I had been in his 
home many times. I, therefore, begged Dr. Katsu- 
ragawa for a letter of introduction to the captain. 
TMs was granted and I went at once to Captain 
IQmura’s house, presented my letter, and begged 
him to take me along as his servant. Luckily he 
responded to my request and agreed immediately 
that I might join the ship. 

It seems to me now that his reason for 
granting my wish so easily must have been that 
on such an unusual enterprise as the voyage was 
to be, there were not many volunteers. Even 
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Fukuzawa’s letter in English to Dr, Katsuragawa with the 
address on the envelope m Japanese. 
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among his own followers, there would not have 
been many eager to risk themselves on this strange 
adventure. Therefore he must have been struck 
by my volunteering and accepted me gladly. 

It was in January, the first year of Manen 
( 1860 ) when our ship, the Kanrin-maru, left Yedo 
from the shores of Shinagawa. The envoy was 
to sail on an American warship, the Powhatan, 
sent over especially for the ofiScial journey of the 
embassy. The Kanrin-maru sailed first, and com- 
ing to the bay of Uraga, stopped there for a while. 
All the officers of the ship were young men. 
When one of them suggested a party to celebrate 
our leave-taking of otur country for so long a 
time, everybody agreed, put off for shore, and 
quickly made for a neighboring restaurant. As 
we were breaking up from our party, which had 
been quite lively, I chanced to spy a large china 
bowl on a shelf in the entry of the restaurant. 
My former spirit of souvenir collecting came 
back as I thought the bowl might be useful on the 
voyage. I carried it back to the ship hidden in 
my kimono sleeve as was my mischievous habit 
in Osaka. 

No sooner did we get out into open sea than 
we ran into storms, and continued to have rough 
weather all the way across. In the rocking ship 
a quiet dignified meal was impossible, so I used 
to pile my rice in my purloined bowl and pour 
soup and everything over it, take it to the side of 
the cabin, and eat standing up. That bowl proved 
to be about the most convenient article I brought 
along on the voyage. I used it daily until we 
reached America, and furthermore, I foimd it use- 
ful on the return trip. Finally I took the bowl 
home and it remained in my household for a long 
time. At a later time I heard that the place 
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where we had celebrated our leave-taking was a 
place of rendezvous for prostitutes with their 
customers. I did not suspect it at the time, but 
very probably my bowl had served as a toilet 
accessory for the gay ladies of the house. That 
made me squirm a bit when I learned it, but the 
joke was how useful the dish had been — ^the one 
treasure I had on board. 

Now our small ship, having gotten on her way 
out of the bay of Yedo, sailed far to the north. 
In winter, on the rough seas, with her diminutive 
steam engine of one hundred horsepower, which 
was to be used only in manoeuvring about ports, 
she had to face the voyage under sail. And so 
hard was the weather on the voyage that we lost 
two of the four life-boats overboard. 

One morning I went in pursuit of my usual 
duties as steward to the captain’s quarters in the 
stem. On opening the door, I found the whole 
floor covered with dollar coins. I could not tell, 
but there seemed to be hundreds of thousands of 
them lying around. Evidently they had broken 
out during the night from the bags stored in his 
closet, and had scattered over the floor. At once 
I ran back to the purser, Yoshioka, and told him. 
He hurried in, and together we gathered up the 
layer of coins and restored them to the closet. 

The samurai officials had no knowledge of 
foreign credit or money-orders at that time. They 
must have thought that, as money would be neces- 
sary on the voyage, money should be carried 
along. So a huge amount of coins had been placed 
in the captain’s locker, and they had broken loose 
during a storm. Such was the mind of our pro- 
fessional warriors forty years ago. 

Storm followed storm. Waves broke over the 
decks continually. I remember that whenever the 
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ship keeled over on her side, I could look up 
through the skylight from below, and see the tops 
of great waves in the distance. A list of thirty- 
seven or thirty-eight degrees was not uncommon ; 
we were told that if she went over forty-five 
degrees, she would founder to the bottom. Still, 
she kept her course, and fortunately had no serious 
mishaps. For a whole month we saw nothing but 
the waves and the clouds. Once we sighted a sail 
boat, said to be an American vessel canying Chi- 
nese workmen over to America. That was the 
only thing we saw during the voyage. 

I seemed to be physically fit and did not suffer 
from seasickness at all. I kept on joking with 
friends : “ This isn’t anything. Just imagine you 
are in jail and having earthquakes day and night. 
I haven’t been in such a predicament myself, but 
I don’t think this could be any worse than that.” 
I had no feeling of fear. Probably it was that I 
trusted in Western science through and through, 
and as long as I was on a ship navigated by 
Western methods, I had no fear. 

Our supply of water began to run low. There 
was a question of making port at the Hawaiian 
Islands. If we had been very cautious, we should 
have called there for more water, but it was 
finally decided to sail straight on to San Francisco. 
As it could be done by strictly conserving the 
water, an order was issued that no water should 
be used except for drinking. A poignant episode 
occurred in this connection. 

The four or five American sailors on our ship 
were found to be using more water than they 
were supposed to. One of the officers told Captain 
Brooke about it, and the latter replied instzuitly: 
“ You may shoot any seaman found wasting water. 
Any such person is guilty of general treason to the 
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ship. No admonition or inquiry is necessary. You 
may feel free to shoot him at once.” 

This was certainly logical. Our officers, calling 
the American seamen together, warned them of 
the penalty for wasting water. Our water supply 
was thus made to hold out, and we with the 
entire crew of ninety-six men reached land at San 
Francisco after thirty-seven days. Of these thirty- 
seven days, perhaps four or five had been fine; 
all the others had been stormy and rainy. The 
conditions on board became very bad since the 
weather made cleaning and drying impossible. Our 
Japanese sailors wore semi-foreign clothing, but 
had straw sandals on their feet. There must have 
been a supply of hundreds of pairs of these 
sandals on board. In America, at the generosity 
of our captain, each sailor received a pair of boots, 
and appearances were much improved. 

I am willing to admit my pride in this accom- 
plishment for Japan. The facts are these: It was 
not until the sixth year of Kaei (1853) that a 
steamship was seen for the first time; it was only 
in the second year of Ansei (1855) that we began 
to study navigation from the Dutch in Nagasaki ; 
by 1860, the science was sufficiently understood to 
enable us to sail a ship across the Pacific. This 
means that about seven years after the first sight 
of a steamship, after only about five years of 
practice, the Japanese people made a trans-Padfic 
crossing without help from foreign experts. I 
think we can without imdue pride boast before 
the world of this courage and skill. As I have 
shown, the Japanese officers were to receive no 
aid from Captain Brooke throughout the voyage. 
Even in taking observations, our officers and the 
Americare made them independently of each 
other. Sometimes they compared their results. 
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but we were never in the least dependent on the 
Americans. 

As I consider all the other peoples of the 
Orient as they exist today, I feel convinced that 
there is no other nation which has the ability or 
the courage to navigate a steamship across the 
Pacific after a period of five years of experience 
in navigation and engineering. Not only in the 
Orient would this feat stand as an act of unprece- 
dented skill and daring. Even Peter the Great of 
Russia, who went to Holland to study navigation, 
with all his attainments in the science could not 
have equalled this feat of the Japanese. Without 
doubt, the famous emperor of Russia was a man 
of exceptional genius, but his people did not 
respond to his leadership in the practice of science 
as did our Japanese in this great adventure. 

As soon as our ship came into the port of 
San Francisco, we were greeted by many important 
personages who came on board from all over the 
country. Along the shores thousands of people 
were lined up to see the strange newcomers. It 
had been decided that the Americans on shore 
should fire a salute. If this were done, our Kanrin- 
maru would have to respond with a return salute. 
There is an amusing anecdote in this connection. 

Second in command under Captain Kimxma 
was Katsu Rintaro, but Katsu proved a very poor 
sailor— he did not leave his cabin during the whole 
journey across. But now that we were in port, he 
appeared again to take charge of various opera- 
tions. When the question of the salute came up, 
Katsu demurred: “That will be difficult for us. 
If we should not fire off properly, it would bring 
shame on us. I think it wiser not to attempt it." 

To this the navigator, Sasakura Kiritaro, 
replied: “Who says we cannot fire our ordnance 
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properly? I myself wiU take charge of it, if you 

won’t.” , 

“Don’t be a fool!” answered Katsu. You 

don’t know anything about firing a ^nnon. If 
you can do it, I’ll pledge you my head. 

Thus taunted, Sasakura was roused. He swore 
he would fire off a salute. He ordered the sailors 
to make ready and load the gun. Then using an 
hourglass for timing, he brought off a salute 
beautifully. Sasakura naturally swelled with pnde. 
He declared that the head of the second officer 
was his, but that, as long as the voyage lasted, 
the head had better remain on the man as it 
would be needed. It made a big story all over 

the ship. . 

Our welcome on shore was certainly worthy 
of a friendly people. They did everything for us, 
and they could not have done more. The feeling 
on their part must have been like that of a teacher 
receiving his old pupil several years after gradua* 
tion, for it was their Commodore Perry who had 
effected the opening of our country eight years 
before, and now here we were on our first visit to 
A.iii0iric3 

As soon as we came on shore, we found we 
were to be driven off in carriages to a hotel. 
While we were resting in the hotel, city officials 
and various dignitaries came to offer entertainment. 
We were given quarters in the official residence of 
the Navy station on Mare Island. Our hosts knew 
that we Japanese were accustomed to a different 
diet, so they arranged that our food, instead of 
being served, should be prepared by our own cook 
in the quarters allotted to us. But the officials 
being very kind, and desiring to satisfy the Japa- 
nese love for sea-food, sent fish every day. Also, 
on learning the Japanese custom of bathing fre- 
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quently, they had baths prepared daily. Our ship 
had been damaged by the passing storms, so it 
was put in dry dock to be repaired— all expressions 
of American hospitality. This generous treatment 
in every way brought to mind an old expression 
of ours — “as if our host had put us on the palm 
of his hand to see that we lacked nothing.” 

On our part there were many confusing and 
embarrassing moments, for we were quite ignorant 
of the customs and habits of American life. For 
instance, we were surprised even by the carriages 
as part of our very first experiences. On seeing a 
vehicle with horses attached to it, we should easily 
have guessed what it was. But really we did not 
identify our mode of conveyance until the door 
had been opened, we were seated inside, and the 
horses had started off. Then we realized we were 
riding in a carriage behind horses. 

All of us wore the usual pair of swords at our 
sides and the hemp sandals. So attired, we were 
taken to the modem hotel. There we noticed, 
covering the interior, the valuable carpets and 
rugs, which in Japan only the more wealthy could 
buy from imiwrters’ shops at so much a square 
inch to make purses and tobacco pouches with. 
Here the carpet was laid over an entire room — 
something quite astounding— and upon this costly 
fabric walked our hosts, wearing the shoes with 
which they had come in from the streets! We 
followed them in our hemp sandals. 

Immediately bottles were brought in. Sudden- 
ly an explosion— the popping of champa^e. When 
the glasses were passed around, we noticed strange 
fragments floating in them — hardly did we expect 
to find ice in the warm spring weather. Some of 
the party swallowed these floating particles ; others 
expelled them suddenly; others bravely chewed 
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them. This was an adventure— finding out that 
they were ice. 

I wanted to have a smoke, but seeing no 
“tobacco tray” such as in Japan is placed before 
the smoker to hold the burning charcoal brazier 
and the bamboo ash-receiver, I took a light from 
the open fireplace. Perhaps there was an ash tray 
and a box of matches on the table, but I did not 
recognize them as such. I finished my smoke, but 
finding no ash receiver, I took out some of the 
tissue paper which we carry in place of handker- 
chiefs, and wrapping the ashes in it, crushed them 
very carefully, and placed the ball in my sleeve. 
After a while I took out the paper to have another 
smoke ; some wisps of smoke were trickling from 
my sleeve. The light that I thought I had crushed 
out was quietly setting me afire! 

After all these embarrassing incidents, I thought 
I could well sympathize with the Japanese bride. 
Her new family, whom the bride has never met 
before, welcome her, tell her to make herself at 
home, and do everytiiing to make her comfortable. 
One laughs with her; another engages her in con- 
versation-all happy with the new addition to the 
family. In the midst of all this the bride has to 
sit, trsdng to look pleasant, but in her efforts she 
goes on making mistakes and blushes every time. 

Before leaving Japan, I, the independent soul 
— a care-free student who could look the world in 
the face — ^had feared nothing. But on arriving in 
America, I was turned suddenly into a shy, self- 
conscious, blushing “bride.” The contrast was 
indeed fimny, even to myself. 

One evening our host said that some ladies 
and gentlemen were having a dancing party and 
that they would be glad to have us attend it. We 
went. To our dhmay we could not quite make 
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out what they were doing. The ladies and gentle- 
men seemed to be hopping about the room together. 
As funny as it was, we knew it would be rude to 
laugh, and we controlled our expressions with 
difficulty as the dancing went on. These were 
but few of the instances of our bewilderment at 
the strange customs of American society. 

A certain Dutch physician was living then in 
a place called Vallejo near Mare Island where our 
quarters were. Since he knew that Holland had 
maintained the earliest and longest association with 
Japan, the doctor wished to show some courtesy 
towards the captain and officers of our cruise. 
The home of the Dutch doctor was a large fine 
dwelling, proving his apparent success in that 
region, but the strange behavior of the household 
puzzled us. While the mistress of the house stayed 
constantly in the drawing-room, entertaining the 
^ests, the doctor, the supposed master, was mov- 
ing about in and out of the room, directing the 
servants. This was the reverse of domestic custom 
in our country. How strange, we thought. Then, 
when the dinner was served, came a real shock. 
On a dish was brought in a whole pig, roasted- 
head, legs, tail and all. We at once thought of 
the fabled land of Adachi-ga Hara, the waste land 
of the fairy tales where lived a cruel witch who 
indulged in gruesome feasts. Still, it tasted very 
good. 

On taking leave, our host and hostess kindly 
offered us horses to ride home on. This pleased 
us, for a ch^ce to ride horseback again was a 
relief. Especially did Captain Kimura enjoy this, 
for he was an accomplished horseman who used 
to ride every day in Yedo. We touched whip to 
the horses and rode back to our quarters at a 
trot. The Americans watched us and e-x-Haimp^ 
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at the Japanese ability in riding. So neither of us 
really knew much about the other after all. 

Our hosts in San Francisco were very con- 
siderate in showing us examples of modem indus- 
try. There was as yet no railway laid to the city, 
nor was there any electric light in use. But the 
telegraph system and also Galvani’s electroplating 
were actually in use. Then we were taken to a 
sugar refinery and had the principle of the opera- 
tion explained to us quite minutely. I am sure 
that our attentive hosts thought they were show- 
ing us something entirely new, naturally looking 
for our surprise at each new device of modem 
engineering. But on the contrary, there was really 
nothing new, at least to me. I knew the principle 
of the telegraph even if I had not seen the actual 
machine before ; I knew that sugar was bleached 
by straining the solution with bone-black, and that 
in boiling down the solution, the vacuum was used 
to better effect than heat. I had been studying 
nothing else but such scientific principles ever 
since I had gone into Ogata’s school. 

Rather, I was surprised by entirely different 
things in American life. First of all, there seemed 
to be an enormous waste of iron everywhere. In 
garbage piles, on the seashores — everywhere — I 
found lying old oil tins, empty cans, and broken 
tools. This was remarkable to us, for in Yedo, 
after a fire, there would be hundreds of poor 
people swarming in the ruined district, looking for 
nails in the charred wood, so valuable was metal 
in Japan. 

Then too, I was surprised at the high cost of 
daily commodities in California. We had to pay a 
half-dollar for a bottle of oysters, and there were 
only twenty or thirty in the bottle at that. In Japan 
the price of so many would be only a cent or two. 
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Things social, political, and economic proved 
most inexplicable. One day, on a sudden thought, 
I asked a gentleman where the descendants of 
George Washington might be. He replied, “I 
think there is a woman who is directly descended 
from Washington. I don’t know where she is now, 
but I think I have heard she is married.” His 
answer was so very casual that it shocked me. 

Of course, I knew that America was a republic 
with a new president every four years, but I could 
not help feeling that the family of Washington 
should be regarded as apart from all other families. 
My reasoning was based on the reverence in Japan 
for the founders of the great lines of rulers — like 
that for leyasu of the Tokugawa family of Shoguns, 
really deified in the popular mind. So I remember 
the intense astonishment I felt at receiving this 
indifferent answer about the Washington family. 
As for scientific inventions and industrial machin- 
ery, there was no great novelty in them for me. 
It was more in matters of life and conventions of 
social custom and ways of thinking that I foimd 
myself at a loss in America. 

A certain officer at the naval base on Mare 
Island, a Captain McDougal (?), was a collector of 
coins, and he one day requested our commanding 
officer to show him some Japanese coins. Captain 
Kimura must have been anticipating just such a 
request, for he had a number of both new and 
old coins arranged in sequence. These he sent to 
Captain McDougal. In expressing their gratitude, 
both the officer and his wife were emphatic over 
their uniqueness, but they showed no sign of 
having received a gift that had monetary value. 
The next morning the wife of the officer brought 
some fiowers to Captain Kimura, t hanking him 
again for the uncommon gift she had received the 
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day before. As I received the lady and carried 
her message to my commandant, I was much 
moved by her act which h^ a touch of nobility. 
I wished that everyone could be like this American 
lady who thanked one for the gift of gold and 
silver with a bouquet of flowers. 

I have already described the generosity of our 
hosts and the people in San Francisco. Not only 
did they repair the damaged paits of our vessel, 
but they were thoughtful enough to build lockers 
in convenient places on board for the use of the 
crew. When the ship was ready and we were 
preparing to sail on the homeward voyage, we 
inquired how much we should have to pay for the 
repair of our ship and other expenses. We were 
met with a kindly smile. And we were obliged to 
sail away with our obligations unpaid. 

Before sailing, the interpreter, Nakahama, and 
myself each bought a copy of Webster’s dictionary. 
TWs, I know, was the very first importation of 
Webster’s into Japan. Once I had secured this 
valuable work, I felt no disappointment on leaving 
the new world and returning home again. 

Eight years afterwards, being in America again, 
I had a chance to meet our former companion. 
Captain Brooke. He then confided to me an in- 
cident of oxir first arrival in San Francisco. It 
seems there was some debate on the nature of 
our reception among the civil and military officials. 
Captain Brooke wanted to have the welcome made 
a gay festive event. So he went to the head- 
quarters of the army and tried to arrange a 
military escort. But the officers replied that they 
could not do anything of that kind imtil they 
obtained permisrion from Washington. Captain 
Brooke argued that it was up to the San Francisco 
headquarters to act on this occasion, as no official 
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permission could be got from Washington in time. 
But the army officers could not be persuaded to act. 

Captain Brooke, indignant, declared that he 
knew what to do if the army would not comply, 
and went to the city militia. This militia was 
composed of volunteers, their commander being a 
doctor and his lieutenant the proprietor of a dyeing 
business. But they were well equipped with fine 
uniforms and rifles, with which they drilled on 
holidays and clear summer nights. Having no 
wars, they had but few occasions to appear in 
public with their full regalia. Captain Brooke told 
me as a joke how much the welcome of Japan’s 
warship meant for the young militiamen of San 
Francisco. 

To the solemn explosion of a naval salute, we 
sailed out of San Francisco on our return voyage, 
during which we made a call at the Hawaiian 
Islands. This time our commandant enlisted a 
few American sailors among the crew, but Captain 
Brooke was not with us; we sailed entirely trader 
the direction of the Japanese navigators, and suc- 
cessfully sought out the small Hawaiian Islands. 
We lay in port there for several days and took in 
a supply of coal; then again we hoisted sail for 
the home land. 

I do not believe there is much that I should 
tell about the people of Hawaii, for I do not think 
they have changed much since my visit thirty 
years ago. The natives were pretty miserable and 
I must say, on first sight, they seemed to be 
what we would call “barbarians.” We met the 
king, as he was then. This may sound rather 
pretentious, but actually when they came out to 
meet us — the king and queen — we saw only a 
native couple, the only unusual sign of royalty 
being that the monarch wore a European wool 
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suit. Their residence was not different from any 
ordinary European house seen in Japan. When 
they said they would show us their native treasure, 
we naturally wondered what kind of a display to 
expect. This turned out to be a rug made of in- 
numerable feathers of birds. There was in their 
dwelling a man said to be the king’s brother. We 
saw this prince going out to market with a basket 
on his arm. So the king of Hawaii seemed to me 
more or less the headman of a village of fisTiermen. 

It was as we sailed away from Hawaii that I 
caused a little stir among the young men of our 
crew. As I have heretofore admitted, I am natural- 
ly free from amorous ties, nor would I allow my- 
self to join in gossips on such affairs. So some of 
the men of our ship regarded me as a rather 
strange kind of human. But on the day we sailed 
from Hawaii, I produced a photograph and showed 
it to my companions on board. Here it is ! (And 
the narrator, here, exhibited to the shorthand 
writer a photograph of himself taken at the period 
of his San Francisco journey wearing his full native 
garb and a young American girl fifteen or sixteen 
years of age standing by him.) What do you 
think of it? 

Now, none of the men could tell just what the 
girl, American as she was, reaUy might have been 
— whether a daughter of a respectable family or a 
girl of the streets or a professional entertainer. 
“You all talk a lot about your affairs,” I said, 
chiding the surprised yoxing seamen. “But how 
many of you have brought back a picture of your- 
selves with a young kdy as a souvenir of San 
Francisco? Without any evidence, what good is 
it to boast of your affairs now ? ” 

The girl was really the daughter of the photogra- 
pher ; she was fifteen, as I remember hearing. On 
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the day I went to the photographer’s, where on a 
previous day we had been for some pictures, it 
was raining, and I went all alone. As I was going 
to sit, I saw the girl in the studio. I said suddenly, 
“Let us have our picture taken together.” She 
immediately said, “ All right,” being an American 
girl and thinking nothing of it. So she came and 
stood by me. 

You may be sure the young officers of the 
Kanrin-maru were taken aback. Some of them 
showed their extreme envy of my relic, but all 
too late. I knew that if I had showed my photo- 
graph in San Francisco, many would have followed 
my trick, so I kept it unseen imtil our boat had 
left Hawaii and there was no chance of a foreign 
alliance for future alibi at home. It was the joke 
of the day on board. 

On our southern route homeward, the sea was 
very calm. We arrived at Uraga on the morning 
of the fifth of May. Japan was still using the 
Lunar calendar which adds an extra month to 
every leap year, so we were actually away fully 
six months, although according to our calendar 
we left in January and returned in May. 

As it was the rule that every ship coming in 
must anchor first at Uraga, we disembarked there 
for the first caU on our own shores. We had 
gone without bathing for many days since the 
water supply had again nm so low that it was 
rationed off for the merest mouth wash. We were 
quite disheveled and unkempt. We rowed ashore 
at once with the eager anticipation of being shaved 
and of bathing to our hearts’ content. The official 
welcoming party for Captain Kimura had been 
waiting there in Uraga for nearly a month. 

As I first set foot on land again, I met one of 
the captain’s retainers, Shima Yasutaro. During 
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our absense, no news from home — ^not even a 
rumor of any happening at home — ^had reached us, 
for there was then no mail service nor even the 
passage of a ship between Japan and America. 
The actual six months had seemed six years to iis. 
On meeting Shima Yasutaro as I came ashore, I 
at once besought him : “ How are you after our 
long separation? And has anything happened at 
home while we were away?” 

“Anything! Indeed! Something outrageous 
has happened!” he exclaimed, and the smile of 
welcome disappeared from his face. 

“Wait, don’t tell me,” I said. “I’ll guess it. 
It must be something like an attack on our chan- 
cellor. Was it that the ronin of Mito made a raid 
on our chancellor’s estate ? ” 

Shima showed extraordinary astonishment. 
“How did you know it? Who could have told 
you ? ” 

“I should have known it all along,” I returned, 
“ whether I heard it or not. By the art of fortune- 
telling, I guessed the world was moving towards 
that end.” 

“You do surprise me more and more,” my 
informant came back. “ It wasn’t just a raid on 
the estate — ^not only that. ...” And he told me 
then what had taken place on March the third at 
Sakurada-mon, where the Chancellor to the Shogun, 
n Kamon-no Kami, had been assassinated. 

I had realized long before we sailed on the 
American voyage that there were signs of some 
disturbance. I proved to be right in my intuition, 
and Shima’s great surprise amused me very much. 

For a year now, previous to this time, the 
slogan gradually had been gaming currency : 
“ Expel the foreigners ! ” The cry was raised and 
the public of Japan became conscious and per- 
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turbed. A little incident of our visit in America 
may indicate the tide of opinion. In San Francisco 
Captain Kimura bought an umbrella for curiosity 
— ^we called it komori-gasa (bat-umbrella) because 
of its shape and to distinguish it from the Japa- 
nese umbrella. The officers of the ship had 
gathered aroimd to look at it, and were discussing 
what might be the result, should the captain cany 
this strange object out in the streets of Yedo back 
in Japan. 

“There is no doubt about it,” said one of 
them. “He would be cut down by a ronin before 
the captain could reach Nihonbashi from his home 
in Shinsenza.” So we generally decided that the 
only thing the captain could do with his new 
possession was to open it and look at it in his home. 
Such were the times. Any person who showed, 
by any will or deed, any favor towards admitting 
forei^ers into Japan— indeed, any person who had 
any interest in foreign affairs — was liable to be 
set upon by the imrelenting ronin. 

In spite of this and the general public dislike 
of all foreign studies, however, students in my 
school gradually increased after my return from 
America. During my stay in San Francisco I had 
come in contact with foreigners, had heard their 
language, and made a special effort to improve 
my knowledge of English. After my return, I 
tried to read English books as much as I could 
and, for the benefit of the students, I taught them 
all English instead of Dutch. But as yet my 
knowledge of English was not sufficient; I still 
had to have much recourse to my Dutch-English 
dictionary. Though I called myself a teacher, I was 
stiU a student along with those I was instructing. 

A little later I was taken by the government 
to become a translator of messages from foreign 



132 


Fukuzawa’s Autobiography 


legations. There were yet none among the Japa- 
nese who could read or write English or French; 
so it was customary for all the foreign legations 
to add a Dutch translation to each formal message 
addressed to the Japanese government. Yet there 
was no one among the immediate retainers of the 
Shogun who could understand Dutch. Therefore 
they were obliged to employ members of different 
clans, like myself, to interpret the foreign messages. 

My chief advantage in holding the position 
under the Shogimate government was that I had 
the opportunity to practise English. Whenever a 
message was received from the American or British 
legation, I would attempt to read the original text. 
If it happened to be difficult, I would look up the 
Dutch version to make my translation. This was 
excellent practice. There were also some books 
in the offices that I was privileged to take home. 
So my connection with the central government 
brought with it a very fortunate advantage for 
my studies. 



CHAPTER VII 


I GO TO EUROPE 

S OON after my return from America, in the 
first year of the Manen era (I860,) I brought 
out my first publication, a dictionary of the 
English language which I called “ Kaei Tsugo,” and 
which made a beginning for my series of later 
books. For the next two or three years, I was 
more occupied with my struggles in studying Eng- 
lish than in teaching. Then, in the second year of 
Bunkyu (1862,) a happy opportunity came my way, 
and I was able to make a visit to Europe with 
the envoys sent by our government. 

Before the American visit, I had asked the 
captain of the ship to take me as his personal 
servant, but for this embassy to Europe I was 
ordered by the government to go as an official 
interpreter. I received an allowance of some four 
hundred ryo, and as our expenses on the tour 
were to be borne entirely by the mmistry, this 
income was entirely for my own use. And so, 
being a man who did not need much money, I 
thought of using some of it elsewhere. 

I took one hundred ryo of the amount and 
sent it to my mother back in our native town. I 
had really been trying to my mother, causing her 
much anxiety, as I had not been to see her since 
my retiun from America. And here I was about 
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to set out again, this time for Europe. Moreover, 
while I was away in America, the officious people 
of Nakatsu had been giving vent to rumors about 
me. One had coolly reported that I was dead in 
the foreign country. Another, a relative at that, 
had come to my mother and gossiped : “ I am so 
sorry to tell you what I have heard. Your son, 
Yukichi, has died in America. They brought his 
body, preserved in brine, back to Yedo.” 

It is hard to tell whether these interfering 
neighbors were merely tormenting my mother or 
simply making a fool of her for their own enjoy- 
ment. In the full swing of the anti-foreign senti- 
ment, there was nothing we could do ; we had to 
endure everything and keep quiet. I was really 
very sorry for my mother in all this situation. 
Sending her some money would not make up for 
my long absences; but still, a hundred ryo was an 
enomous sum of money for both of us, never 
seen in all our previous lives. So I sent it to her 
with the best intentions. 

We sailed in December, stUl the first year of 
Bunkyu (1861,) on an English war vessel, the Odin, 
sent over for the purpose of conveying our envoy. 
We called at Hongkong, Singapore and other ports 
in the Indian Ocean. Then through the Red Sea 
to Suez, where we landed for the railway journey 
to Cairo in Egypt. After about two days there, 
we went by boat again across the Mediterranean 
to Marseilles. There we continued by the French 
railways to Paris, stopping a day at Lyons on our 
way. We were in Paris for about twenty days 
while our envoys completed negotiations between 
France and Japan. Next we crossed to England; 
then to Holland ; from Holland to Berlin, the 
Prussian capital, and then to St. Petersburg in 
Russia. The return journey was made again to 
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France, taking passage by ship to Portugal, then 
retracing our course through the Mediterranean 
and the Indian Ocean, at length reaching Japan 
after nearly a year of traveling. It was almost 
the end of the second year of Bunkyu (1862) when 
we returned. 

On this tour I was at last somewhat able to 
use English, both in speaking and reading. I also 
had the convenience of some money at my dis- 
posal. As there were few ways of spending any 
money beyond the needs of my traveling clothes, 
which cost very little at a time when such things 
were cheap, I used the balance of my allowance 
to buy books in London. This was the beginning 
of the importation of English books into Japan; it 
is only since my first large purchase in London 
that our students have had free access to EngHsh 
in print. 

There were about forty men in the party, in- 
cluding the three envoys, various secretaries, doc- 
tors, interpreters, and the personal attendants of 
the ambassadors, cooks and general servants. 
Among these men of general utility there were 
several samurai from various clans who had pri- 
vately requested the officials to take them along 
as servants. The interpreters, Matsuki, Mizukuri 
and myself, ranked as officials, but being members 
of outside feudal clans, not direct retainers of the 
Shogun, we were the lowest in that rank. We aU 
wore our Japanese dress with a pair of swords in 
our girdles, and appeared on the streets of London 
and Paris in such attire. A sight indeed it must 
have been! 

Before our departure the organizers of the 
embassy had dedded that we should carry along 
all the necessary food, because agreeable food 
would not be available in foreign lands. So hun- 
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dreds of cases of polished rice were put in our 
baggage. Likewise, for our use in the hotels, they 
had provided dozens of very large lamps (a kind 
of frame-work, two feet square, for an oil-burning 
wick, with paper sides and wire coverings.) Then 
they ordered smaller lamps, portable lanterns, 
candles — all the “necessities” of travel customary 
in our native country. Indeed, our traveling ac- 
cessories were planned, as it were, on the basis of 
a magnified extension of what a daimyo would 
carry on his yearly journey along the highways 
of Japan to the capital, with the necessities for 
“ camp ” at every regular station on the highway. 

When we reached Paris and had been formally 
received by the welcoming French officials, the 
first request we had to make was that as many of 
our party as possible be accommodated near the 
chief envoy’s “camp” because of 01^. number and 
the amoimt of our baggage. The heads of the 
mission were evidently anxious, because if different 
members of the party were scattered in remote 
hotels, it might be inconvenient and xmsafe in the 
strange land. The host of the welcoming com- 
mittee understood, nodded his approval and asked 
the number of omr party. When he was told it 
was forty, he replied, “ If you are only forty, why, 
one of our hotels could accommodate ten or twenty 
times that number.” We did not comprehend 
what he meant, but on reaching the hotel assigned 
to us, we found that he was not jesting. 

Our headquarters were the Hotel du Louvre, 
opposite the entrance to the imperial palace. It 
was really a huge edifice of five stories with six 
hundred rooms and over five himdred employees. 
More than a thousand guests could be accommodated 
at one time. So the large party of our Japanese 
envoys was lost in it. Instead of our anxiety lest 
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the party might have to be separated in distant 
hostelries, our real anxiety became the possibility 
of losing our way in the maze of halls and 
corridors in the one hotel. 

No stove or steam radiators were necessary 
in our rooms, for heated air circulated through 
them. Numerous gaslights served to illuminate the 
rooms and halls so that we could not distinguish 
at all the coming of darkness outside. In the 
dining hall there was such a spread of food, de- 
licacies of “ both the woods and the sea,” that 
even those in the mission who professed their 
dislike of “foreign objects” could not maintain 
this aversion in the choice of food. The joke was 
in the stock of Japanese supplies brought along in 
otu: baggage. We could not cook our rice in the 
kitchen of the hotel; nor was it possible within 
reason to use,, fee oil-wick lamps in the haUs. 
Finally, dfegusteJi wife all this useless impedimenta, 
we piled it aU up in an apartment and offered fee 
entire store of rice, oil-lamps, and all to one of 
the lesser members of the welcoming committee, 
M. Lambert (?), and asked him to take it gratis. 

As we were unfamiliar with Western life and 
customs, there was naturally no end of farcical 
situations occurring among our party. A servant 
brought sugar when ordered to go for cigars. Our 
doctor of Chinese medicine had intended to buy 
some powdered carrot, but instead he had come 
away wife ganger, as he found later. 

When one of the lord-envoys had occasion to 
use fee toilet, he was followed to fee doorway by 
one of his personal attendants who carried the 
lighted paper lantern, as is fee custom in fee 
homeland. The attendant in his most formal dress 
was to be seen squatting patiently outside fee 
open door, holding his master’s removed sword. 
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This happened to be in the bustling corridor of 
the hotel where people were passing constantly, 
and the gas was burning as bright as day. But 
unperturbed sat the faithful guardian. I happened 
to come along and see the incident which I ended 
by shutting the doors. Then turning to the man, 
I told him quietly of the etiquette of Europeans 
on such occasions, but my heart was fluttering 
with consternation. 

Of political situations of that time, I tried to 
learn as much as I could from various persons 
that I met in London and Paris, though it was 
often difficult to understand things clearly as I 
was yet so unfamiliar with the history of Europe. 
However, I find now, as I look in my diary, the 
mention of Napoleon III as a very powerful figure, 
said to be the greatest statesman of all Europe at 
that time. Then I find mention of a great growing 
power — Prussia — the neighboring country, with her 
influence spreading like a rising sun. The wars 
with Austria and the problem of Alsace-Lorraine 
were constantly discussed, and I remember they 
were made the subject of prophecy by many men. 

While we were in London, a certain member 
of the Parliament sent us a copy of a bill which 
he said he had proposed in the House under the 
name of the party to which he belonged. The biU 
was a protest against the arrogant attitude of the 
British minister to Japan, Alcock, who had at 
times acted as if Japan were a country conquered 
by military force. One of the instances mentioned 
in the bill was that of Alcock’s riding his horse 
into the sacred temple grounds of Shiba, an un- 
pardonable insult to the Japanese. 

On reading the copy of this bill, I felt as if 
“ a load had been lifted from my chest.” After 
all, the foreigners were not all “devils.” I had 
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felt that Japan was enduring some pointed affronts 
on the part of the foreign ministers who presumed 
on the ignorance of our government. But now 
that I had actually come to the minister’s native 
land, I foxmd that there were among them some 
truly impartial and warm-hearted human beings. 
So after this I grew even more determined in my 
doctrine of free intercourse with the rest of the 
world. 

The country in Europe which gave us the 
kindest welcome was Holland. This was a natural 
outcome of the very special relationship which 
Japan had enjoyed with Holland for the last three 
hundred years. Moreover, all the members of the 
mission who knew any foreign language at all had 
studied Dutch before any other language. So it 
made Holland, so far as the use of language was 
concerned, seem like our second homeland. There 
was, I recall, an episode which was rather signifi- 
cant. One day in Amsterdam, during a conversa- 
tion with some merchants and other gentlemen, 
our envoy chanced to ask the question : “ Is the 
sale and purchase of land in Amsterdam freely 
permitted ? ” 

The reply was “Certainly it is free.” 

“Do you sell land to foreigners also?” 

“Yes, as long as a foreigner is willing to pay 
for the land, we would sell any amount of it to 
any person.” 

“ Then, suppose a foreigner were to put down 
a large sum of money to purchase a great tract 
of land in order to build a fortress, would you 
allow that too ? ” 

The Hollanders looked puzzled at this, and 
replied, “We never had occasion to think of such 
a case. Even though there are many rich men in 
England and France and other countries, we do 
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not believe any merchant would spend money on 
such a venture.” 

Neither side understood the other. We inter- 
preters were much amused by this conversation. 
It is not to be wondered at that Japan was going 
through a hard struggle when the control and 
handling of foreign affairs was in the hands of 
men who exhibited such reasoning in their contact 
with the West. 

In America, on my previous journey, I saw no 
railway, for there was none as yet constructed in 
California. But on this expedition I was to ride 
frequently in trains — ^first across Suez, and later 
throughout Europe. Then I was given opportuni- 
ties to visit the headquarters and buildings of the 
naval and military posts, factories, both govern- 
mental and private, banks, offices, religious edifices, 
educational institutions, club houses, hospitals — 
including even the actual performances of surgical 
operations. We were often invited to dinners in 
the homes of important personages, and to dancing 
parties; we were welcomed and treated to a con- 
tinual friendly hospitality imtil at times we returned 
exhausted to our lodgings. 

One ridiculous idea held by our embassy was 
that its members should not meet the foreigners 
or see the coxmtry any more than they had to. 
We were imder the “seclusion” theory even while 
we were traveling in foreign territory. Among 
the three envoys, Kyogoku had the office of o- 
metsuke, “eye fixer,” or conduct officer of the 
party. He had many retainers with him, and con- 
sequently during our entire journey we were under 
the constant eye of the chief or of a lesser 
“eye.” This particularly applied to us three 
interpreters. 

While most of the party were feudal retainars 
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of the central government, we three interpreters 
belonged to different clans; moreover, we three 
alone could read with ease the “strange language 
written sideways,” and we were especially eager 
to see and learn everything foreign that we could. 
These facts were all causes of concern to the 
high officials. 

Every time we wished to go out, one of the 
o-metsuke went curiously along. We were not out 
to smuggle, nor could we possibly impart any 
national secret. So the “eye fixer” following us 
was simply and always a nuisance. But we could 
put up with this nuisance ; the greater inconveni- 
ence was that when all the o-metsuke were oc- 
cupied elsewhere, we could not go out at all. 

I once remarked for the merriment of us three 
that this practice was like carrying the policy of 
“seclusion” all around Europe on the very tour 
of friendship. In spite of aU these restrictions, 
however, we were able to see or hear pretty much 
everything that we wished. 

Here, by the way, I have to admit a weakness 
of mine. I have always been lively and rather in- 
clined to being boastful. But the truth is I am of 
a timid nature when it comes to putting a living 
thing to death or seeing any kind of injury. While 
I was a student in Ogata’s school, the letting of 
blood was a common method in treating illnesses. 
But whenever I had to undergo, or be near that 
operation, I would close my eyes for fear of seeing 
the blood flow. I would grow pale at the sight of 
a minor injury ; even when I had an infection, I 
would hesitate to open it with a needle to draw 
the matter out. At the report of an accident on 
the street I always ran the other way. 

So, while we were in Russia, this faint-hearted 
human was to be taken to see a major surgical 
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oparation. My friends, Mizukuri and Matsuki, 
were eager to go, because they were both physi- 
cians by profession. They induced me to go along. 

In the operating room of the hospital, the 
surgeon in a kind of raincoat was giving the 
patient chloroform on a table, which looked to 
me like a carving board. Then he took a shining 
knife and pierced the side of the patient. A 
tremendous burst of blood shot out on the rain- 
coat of the surgeon. The operation was for a 
“stone.” I kept on looking at his movements 
until he inserted an instrument hke a pair of 
pliers in the wound to lift out the stone. Then I 
began to grow faint. One of my companions, 
Yamada Hachiro, helped me out of the room and 
gave me water which brought me aroirnd. 

Some time before this incident, I had attended 
an operation in Berlin on the cast eye of a child. 
I saw half of that operation, and escaped from the 
room before I grew faint. Matsuki and Mkukuri 
said I was a coward and laughed at me often, but 
it was my nature. I shall probably die without 
overcoming my weeikness. 

During this mission in Europe I tried to leam 
some of the most commonplace details of foreign 
culture. I did not care to study scientific or tech- 
nical subjects while on the journey, because I could 
study them as well from books after I had returned 
home. But I felt that I had to leam the more 
common matters of daUy life directly from the 
people, because the Europeans would not describe 
them in books as being too obvious. Yet to us 
those common matters were the most difficult to 
comprehend. 

So whenever I met a person whom I thought 
to be of some consequence, I would ask him ques- 
tions and would put down all he said in a notebook 
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— like this. (Here, the narrator exhibited an old 
oblong notebook.) After reaching home, I based 
my studies on these random notes, making the 
necessary research in the books which I had 
brought back, and thus had the material for my 
book, Seiyo Jijo (Things Western.) 

All the information dealing with the sciences, 
engineering, electricity, steam, printing, or the 
processes of industry and manufacture, contained 
in my book, I did not really have to acquire in 
Europe. I was not a specialist in any of those 
technical fields, and even if I had inquired particu- 
larly into them, I could have had only a general 
idea which could more readily be obtained in text 
books. So in Europe I gave my chief attention to 
other more immediately interesting things. 

For instance, when I saw a hospital, I wanted 
to know how it was run— who paid the running 
expenses ; when I visited a bank, I wished to learn 
how the money was deposited and paid out. By 
similar first-hand queries, I learned something of 
the postal system and the military conscription 
then in force in France but not in England. A per- 
plexing institution was representative government. 

When I asked a gentleman what the “election 
law” was and what kind of an institution the 
Parliament really was, he simply replied with a 
smile, meaning I suppose that no intelligent person 
was expected to ask such a question. But these 
were the things most difficult of all for me to 
understand. In this connection, I learned that 
there were different political parties — the Liberal 
and the Conservative — ^who were always “ fighting ” 
against each other in the government. 

For some time it was beyond my comprehen- 
sion to understand what they were “fighting” for, 
and what was meant, anyway, by “fighting” in 
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peace time. “ This man and that man are 
‘enemies’ in the House,” they would tell me. 
But these “ enemies ” were to be seen at the same 
table, eating and drinking with each other. I felt 
as if I could not make much out of this. It took 
me a long time, with some tedious thinking, before 
I could gather a general notion of these separate 
mysterious facts. In some of the more complicated 
matters, I might achieve an understanding five or 
ten days after they were explained to me. But all 
in all, I learned much from this initial tour of 
Europe. 

Ever since we had started on our tour, the 
anti-foreign movement in Japan had been growing 
worse, and more and more blunders were made in 
our foreign diplomacy. In Russia our envoys at- 
tempted to settle the dispute over the border line 
in Sagalien. I was present at the actual discussion 
of the dispute, so I know how they ridiculed our 
protests. 

Our envoys thoughtfully spread out their map 
and pointed out that, according to the diagram in 
which Japanese territory was printed blue and 
Russian territory red, the border line would be 
such-and-such; therefore, Japan would naturally 
claim all the land within that line. The Russians, 
thereupon, retorted that if the colors on the map 
were to decide the extent of national territory, 
they could easily claim the whole world by paint- 
ing the entire map red; also, that Japan could 
claim she possessed the whole world by painting 
the map blue. This pleasant raillery made it im- 
possible for the Japanese envoys to conclude any 
argument. Finally, they were obliged to resign 
their efforts and suggest that a decision might be 
postponed until the land had been actually surveyed. 

I felt thoroughly discouraged after sitting 
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through this negotiation. What hope for the future 
of Japan as long as our people showed this stiff- 
necked pride, keeping aloof from the actual give- 
and-take of the rest of the civilized world? The 
more this movement of “Expel the foreigners” 
increased, the more would we lose our national 
power, to say nothing of prestige. I was mortified 
when I thought over the possible outcome of 
national exclusiveness. 

But if state negotiations ended in disappoint- 
ments, the entertainment of the envoys and our- 
selves did not so end. During our visit in St. 
Petersburg, we were offered the entire use of an 
official residence. There were four or five on the 
committee of entertainment who gave aU their 
time in our behalf. They did everything possible 
for the enjoyment of the embassy. When official 
duties were disposed of, the committee would con- 
duct us to places of historical interest and natural 
beauty, and also to factories and places of com- 
mercial interest. By and by we became well 
acquainted with the committeemen, and we had 
many opportunities of talking with them on very 
friendly terms. 

I had heard the rumor that there was a Japa- 
nese in the service of the Russian government. 
His name was said to be “Yamatoflf,” or “Yama- 
tofu,” and they said he was vmdoubtedly a Japanese. 
This rumor spread, not through the official enter- 
tainment committee, of course, but through other 
sources until it was really an open secret, I was 
anxious to meet this man, but never had the 
opportunity. However, I am sure that this was 
not a mere groundless rumor. There were un- 
mistakable touches of Japanese customs in the 
accommodation of our lodging. 

In our rooms there were sword racks such as 
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we used at home; on the beds were Japanese 
pillows with wooden bases; in the bathrooms we 
found bags of rice bran instead of soap ; even our 
food was cooked somewhat in our style; and the 
rice bowls and chopsticks were entirely too Japa- 
nese to have been thought of by the Russians. 
There was no doubt at all in my mind that a 
feUow-Japanese had attended us somehow. But 
we came away without finding out who he was. 
In my old diary I find this little verse in Chinese 
style which I wrote then, after noting this mys- 
terious person: 

Upon rising I come to the table, eat my full, 
and fall asleep again. 

So, eating and sleeping, I spend the year that 
comes and goes away. 

If ever I should meet a man you know, I will 
tell him, 

‘The sky of Europe and the sky of Japan are 
not at all unlike.’ 

One day it happened that I had a conveisation 
in private with a member of the reception com- 
mittee. He drew me alone into a separate room 
and began to talk of my personal affairs. 

“I do not know anything about your own 
future plans,” he went on — “ what you may intend 
to do on returning to Japan. But are you a very 
wealthy person ? ” 

“No,” I replied, “I am not at all wealthy, 
but I have no present difllculty in living. I am 
in the government service which yields a certain 
compensation.” 

“Well,” the inquisitive friend continued. “I 
do not know much about Japan. Possibly I am 
not qixalified to speak. But from general reason- 
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ing I feel that Japan is not a country for an 
ambitious youth. It is a small cotintry— little op- 
portunity for doing big things. What would you 
say to settling yourself in Russia ? ” 

I replied honestly as I felt, “I am in the 
service of the embassy. I cannot withdraw and 
stay here as you suggest.” 

“Oh, yes, you can — easily,” answered the 
Russian. “If you make up your mind to do so, 
you can. I wiU hide you somewhere, and the 
Japanese would not be able to find you. The 
envoys are leaving here soon. As soon as they 
are gone, your service with them is at an end. 
Besides, there are many foreigners in Russia — 
many Germans and Dutch and English. It wouldn’t 
be at all strange to find a Japanese among them. 
I could strongly recommend your staying, for there 
are all sorts of occupations here. Your living is 
assured; there is the chance of making money, 
even of becoming rich.” 

This was spoken in all seriousness in the quiet 
of a private room. There was no sign of any 
pretense or joking. But since I really felt no 
necessity, nor curiosity, to seek a career in Russia, 
I refused. Then again, two or three times, I was 
requested to consider the offer. Of course I never 
considered it and came away. 

This incident made its impression on me. I 
had heard that Russia was different from aU the 
other countries of Eiurope. Now I understood it. 
For during my visits to England and France, and 
also in America the year before, nearly all the 
people I talked with were eager to come to Japan. 
In fact, I was often bored by having people ask 
me to find a job for them in Japan; some had 
even wanted me to take them along. But I had 
not met anyone in those lands who advised me to 
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stay in his country. I could guess from the com- 
mitteeman’s eagerness to have me remain in Russia 
that it was more than a mere personal idea. Prob- 
ably it was a political or diplomatic scheme; it 
might even have been an underhanded venture. 

I could not tell this little incident to any of 
my colleagues. For any suggestion of private 
communication might be taken as suspicious. So 
I kept it secret even after I returned to Japan. 
Indeed, it is not improbable that other members of 
our party had had the same experience and, like- 
wise fearing suspicion, had also kept silent. At 
any rate, I decided that Russia was a country in 
which we could not safely unburden our minds. 

We returned to France and were about to sail 
on the return voyage for Japan when news of the 
“Namamugi affair,” reached us. (An Englishman 
named Richardson was killed in Namamugi near 
Yedo by members of the Satsuma clan as he rode 
his horse across the path of the Satsuma Daimyo’s 
train.) Suddenly the entire attitude of Napoleon’s 
government changed. I do not know what may 
have been the general opinion of the people over 
the affair, but the official attitude was decidedly 
cool. When the host assumed that attitude, we, 
the guests, felt a peculiar embarrassment which 
was unpleasant at the least. 

As we were about to take a boat, we fotmd a 
guard of honor lined all along the road for a 
distance of almost a mile. This, we felt certain, 
was not purely a salute of farewell; it was a 
subtle demonstration of the French military power 
as well. Naturally we did not expect to be fired 
at, and there was nothing to be afraid of, but this 
insinuation of ill will was really too much to bear. 
I find the notes in my diary make this mention of 
the incident; 
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“August 13, Bunksni 2. At 8 o’clock in the morn- 
ing, we reached Rochefort, a French naval port, ninety 
French ri from Paris. An army of soldiers, over one 
thousand strong, placed in gorgeous array on both 
sides of the road, from the place where we left the 
steam train down to the harbor— a distance of about 
ten cho. This, in appearance, was like paying a salute, 
but in reality it was showing their power. We were on 
the train all night before and could not sleep well. In 
spite of fatigue, we were not allowed a moment’s rest 
and were put on the ship at once. Moreover, we were 
not provided with carriages, but obliged to walk the 
entire ten cho to reach the vessel.” 

We drew into Lisbon in Portugal where the 
envoys had some mission to complete. Then we 
entered the Mediterranean, then the Indian Ocean, 
and finally we returned safely to our native shores! 



CHAPTER VIII 


I RETURN TO ANTI-FOREIGN JAPAN 

B ack in japan once more, I found the country 
at the height of the anti-foreign movement, 
li Kamon-no Kami had been assassinated 
during my journey in America. This time there 
was an attempt on the life of Ando Tsushima-no 
Enmi by the relentless ronin, though fortunately 
he escaped with a minor injury. One of these 
ronin was said to have escaped into the estate of 
the daimyo of Choshu. When I heard this, I knew 
that Choshu had joined the movement. All Japan 
was now hopelessly swept by the anti-Western 
feeling, and nothing cotdd stop its force from 
rushing to the ultimate consequence. 

Until now this anti-foreign movement had only 
been an existence in society, separate from my 
personal life. As a student in Osaka, of course, 
there was no possibility of personal harm whatever 
opinion I held. Even after I came to Yedo, I had 
never thought of having a public enemy, or felt 
any fear of assassination. But now, since our 
return from Europe, the situation had changed. 
The ronin were appearing in the most unexpected 
places; even some of the merchants engaged in 
foreign trade suddenly closed up their shops for 
fear of these lawless warriors. The ronin were 
behaving then like the present soshi, om political 

ISO 
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ruffians, and there was no telling what they might 
be doing next. 

The reason the ronin included us in their 
attack was that they thought we scholars who 
read foreign books and taught foreign culture were 
liars trying to mislead the people and make way 
for the Westerners to exploit Japan. So we also 
became their prey. This was certainly a nice 
situation. What had we done to deserve punish- 
ment? I thought that if I avoided all dramatic 
utterances and behaved very cautiously, I should 
be sure of escaping the ire of the ronin. But that 
was not to be. If I had given up all study of 
foreign books and come out advocating an anti- 
foreign movement, I would surely have earned 
their praise as a patriot. But I did not want to 
be a patriot in their sense. 

\^enever I seemed to grow a little bolder and 
to make something of a venture in my own field, 
then the ronin would seem stronger and more 
active. One of my colleagues in the government 
service, Tezuka Ritsuzo, had a really narrow escape. 
Once when he was visiting the headquarters of the 
Choshu clan, he had made some mention of foreign 
affairs. At that, the young men in service on the 
estate, taking him to be an outspoken advocate of 
“ free intercourse,” suddenly fell upon him. Tezuka 
ran for his life, followed by the young men with 
dravm swords. Unable to outrun them, he saved 
himself by leaping into the moat near Hibiya, 
though it was a cold season for swimming. 

Another interpreter, Tojo Reizo, himself a 
member of the Choshu clan, actually was taken 
by surprise — his house broken into by the rufiians. 
He also escaped by the convenient rear door. 
Thus all students and interpreters of Western 
languages continually risked their lives. 
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Yet I could not think of giving up my major 
interest nor my chosen studies. I decided that it 
would be useless to worry over the predicament. 
The only thing left was to try to be moderate in 
speech and maimer, and not to discuss social or 
political problems too openly, or with anyone I 
did not know weU. So having resolved on this, I 
lived as discreetly as possible, and spent my time 
in translating and writing. In this connection, I 
shall not go into the subject matter or circumstances 
of my books at this time, for I have given a fuller 
account of them in the introduction to my collected 
works, Fukuzawa Zenshu, published this year. 

Strangely enough, in this age of “Expel the 
foreigners," the number of students in foreign 
culture seemed to be growing, so I gave my 
energy to the increased demands of my little 
school. My maintenance was amply provided for 
by the salary-rice from the government bureau for 
my service in translating. 

Thus, half in suspense of fear, half in the 
absorbing joy of work, I spent my days, months, 
and years. Once I drew a panicky breath. It is a 
funny story. I was living in Shinsenza at the 
time when one day my maid announced that a 
samurai-gentleman was at the entrance and re- 
quested to see me. 

“ What kind of a person is he ? ” I asked. 

“He is a tali, one-eyed man, wearing a long 
sword.” 

This I felt vras a fatal caller— some one of the 
vigilant ronin come to demand another life. 

“ What did he say his name was ? ” 

“ He would not tell. Sir. He said if you met 
him, you would know." 

Now I was sure! But when I stole a peep at 
the man, it was my old friend from Ogata’s school, 
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Harada Suizan from Chikuzen. I broke out cursing 
before I knew it. 

“ You damned fool ! ” I cried. “ Why didn’t 
you tell me it was you? I was shivering with 
fear.” 

I took him in and, after a good laugh, we 
spent the afternoon in pleasant talk. The scholars 
in foreign culture had to expect a good many 
queer surprises. 

The momentum of the anti-foreign feeling in- 
creased more and more; the Shogun lemochi 
himself made a journey to the Emperor in Kyoto, 
and took part also in the battle with the Choshu 
clan. In the midst of such disturbances within 
our land, England demanded satisfaction for the 
murder of Richardson. 

The British fleet arrived in Yedo in the spring 
of the third year of Bunkyn ( 1863 ) to present 
their formal demands. It was declared that Eng- 
land had been t:^g to meet Japan in the most 
friendly spirit, with the most lenient policies; but 
now that Japanese subjects had done violence to 
the persons of British subjects, even to the e xtpr>t 
of murder, the government of Japan must bear 
the responsibility. These terms required the pay- 
ment of one hundred thousand pounds by the cen- 
tral government and twenty-five thousand pounds 
by the clan of Satsuma, and the execution of the 
murderer before British representatives. A period 
of twenty days was fixed for reply. 

This indemnity document came on the nine- 
teenth of February. As I was one of the inter- 
preters in the service, I was sent for at night to 
the residence of Matsudaira Iwami-no Kami, the 
minister of foreign affairs, in Akasaka. With my 
coUeagues, Sugita (ientan and Takabatake Goto, I 
worked till dawn, translating the long letter from 
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the British. All the while we were afraid to think 
what might be the outcome of our own translation. 

Two days later the Shogun, apparently unaware 
of the imminent crisis, set out from Yedo for 
Kyoto to visit the Emperor. With the Shogun 
absent, naturally any decision of the government 
had to -wait. Soon the period of twenty days had 
expired. The government pleaded for a postpone- 
ment of another twenty days. After much argu- 
ment between the representatives, it was agreed 
upon, but again the second twenty days passed 
quickly. The government could not agree, one 
party agreeing to the payment, the other advocat- 
ing war. 

The confusion in Yedo was becoming acute. 
People were sure there would be war ; many 
residents prepared to escape to the country. There 
were even rumors as to exactly when the shooting 
would begin. There was another postponement 
of twenty days; then ten days more of grace. 
While the government kept on putting off an an- 
swer, I felt that war was inevitable after all, and 
began preparations for escape to a safer position 
than my house in Shinsenza. 

The end of the last postponement drew near, 
and the British declared there could be no more 
putting off for even a day. As I was in the 
bureau of translation, I knew every detail of the 
situation, and the suspense was truly imbearable. 

Once I was ordered to translate a letter from 
the French minister, de Bellecourt. I don’t know 
what his purpose was, but the minister made a 
downright assertion that France was absolutely on 
the side of England in the present problem, and 
in the event of open hostilities, the French fleet 
would be ordered to bombard Yedo in alliance 
with the British. 
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It was very like the present situation in China. 
Our government was simply wonying over the 
threats and bullying of the European diplomats, 
and could not decide what to do. I knew the 
situation well, which made me all the more un- 
comfortable. As matters became more acute, the 
senior officers pretended they were ill, and none of 
them would attend the conferences. Finally, only 
the minor officers were talking the matters over 
in a series of confounded arguments. No one could 
tell who was really the responsible authority. 

Two days before the absolutely final day of 
reckoning, I gathered together my furniture and 
made ready to move to Aoyama where a friend, 
the physician Kure Koseki, lived. He was a rela- 
tive of Mizukuri and had consented to shelter my 
household in case of war. I thought the enemy 
would not purposely harm the ordinary people, so 
our Aoyama refuge would be quite safe. I had 
tied up all our furniture and put cards on it, all 
ready for carrying out. Even yet there is a chest 
of (hawers in my household with marks of the 
roping on it. As I passed by the drill groimds on 
the seashore of Shinsenza, I noticed the cannons 
turned seaward ready for action. I believed war 
was inevitable. 

The government had proclaimed that an out- 
break would be signalled by a rocket jfired from 
Hama-goten, the seashore palace of the Shogun, 
nowadays known as Enryokan. The Yedo tongue 
is clever in making puns and jokes. A humorous 
verse got circulated then in reference to this 
signal : 


Hyotan no 
Hirake hajime wa 
Hiya de anc. 
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Since the first line may signify either gourd or 
warfare, the second has the idea of the beginning, 
and the last may equally be taken for cool or 
rocket, the whole verse may be read in two ways: 

1. At first (the wine) runs cool from the gourd, 

2. The signal of the rocket means the opening 
of war. 

Another funny incident was brought about in 
connection with this anticipated warfare. I thought 
I would have to lay in a stock of food, so I 
ordered thirty bales of rice from our regular 
dealer and asked him to keep them for me; also 
I bought a barrel of miso, the bean paste, and 
placed it in our barn. But as time passed, and as 
the situation grew more tense, I began to realize 
that bean paste and rice were the most useless of 
all supplies, for fleeing in a time of attack, how 
could we carry the heavy bales and barrels along? 
I had always heard that if we had rice and bean 
paste, we would be well provided for any kind of 
warfare. But now I was discovering that these 
were the things most in our way. If we had to 
flee, we would go without them. In the midst of 
our excitement, this reflection caused a general 
outburst of amusement. 

At that time I had several students staying in 
my household, and had on hand a sum of about 
one hundred and fifty ryo in gold two-bu coins. 
As we might aU be separated in the rush of a 
fleeing crowd, I thought it better to divide this 
money rather than to have myself or my wife 
carry all of it together. Then each one would 
have something to rely upon in a crisis. I divided 
the money in four or five parts and put it into 
bundles to be tied aroxmd the waist. Thus equipped, 
we were ready for the next day’s war. 
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But an unforeseen event happened. Among 
the senior officers in the government was the 
lord of E^ratsu, Ogasawara Iki-no Kami. Evident- 
ly in secret, he had conferred with Asano Bizen-no 
Kami, a magistrate of Yokohama, and on the very 
last day of the arbitration truce, the tenth of May, 
as I remember, Ogasawara suddenly emerged from 
his seclusion, where, as he armounced, he had been 
confined by severe illness, and set out from Yedo 
in a war vessel. He had quickly become well, it 
seemed ! 

His vessel was promptly followed by an Eng- 
lish gunboat. It was reported that the English 
boat intended to fire if the Japanese vessel steered 
straight out to sea, because Ogasawara had made 
it known he was sailing to the “Province of the 
West.” But imexpectedly the ship veered to Yoko- 
hama; the minister landed and went directly to 
the British minister, St. John Neale. To him 
Ogasawara handed the hundred thousand pounds 
indemnity in silver coin on his own responsibility. 
This was equal at the time to about four hundred 
thousand Mexican dollars. The crisis was over 
between the coxmtries for a while. 

The next move of the English was toward 
Kagoshima, the capital of the Satsuma clan to 
demand a further indemnity of twenty-five thou- 
sand pounds for the family of the deceased and the 
execution of the man who had killed Richardson. 
The six vessels of the fleet anchored in the bay of 
Kagoshima and handed over the official demands 
to the officers of the Satsuma dan who came 
immediately on board. 

The English officers. Admiral Kuper, Com- 
mander Wilmot, and Captain Josling of the flag- 
ship, then waited for the reply. When it was long 
delayed, they dedded to commandeer as their 
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temporary security the two ships which Satsuma 
had purchased from Europe. They were about to 
tow these ships out from their moorings near the 
island of Sakura-jima in the bay, when, in sudden 
retaliation, the clansmen on shore opened fire. 
The English ships returned salvos, and thus the 
battle of Kagoshima began. This was in the 
latter part of May, the third year of Bunkyu 
( 1863 .) 

The British flagship, not expecting an im- 
mediate engagement, had not yet weighed anchor. 
When she saw the necessity of changing her posi- 
tion, she found the wind inconveniently strong and 
the bay deep, and she had difficulty in lifting her 
anchor. Finally she was forced to cut her chains 
and get away. This is how the British anchor fell 
into the hands of the Satsuma. The gunners on 
shore were pretty clever. They concentrated their 
fire on the flagship alone, and several shells hit 
their mark. One of the largest of the round shells 
exploded on deck and killed the commander-in- 
chief and the captain, besides wounding several 
others. The English fire, in turn, was quite as 
destructive, and most of the town near the sea- 
shore was demolished. Yet, after all, there was no 
decisive victory. 

Although the Satsuma guns had killed the two 
British officers, their fire had no more effect on 
the ships. On the other hand, while the English 
had been destructive on their side, they were not 
able to land. The affair resulted in nothing except 
the losses. About the tenth of June, the English 
fleet returned to Yokohama. A funny episode is 
told in connection with this conflict. 

After the battle was over, the British officers 
had much discussion over the fragments of the 
shell that hit the flagship : 
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“ The Japanese couldn’t have manufactured 
this shell,” said one. “Where did they get it?” 

“This,” said another, “looks to me like a 
Russian shell.” 

“ Yes,” said the third, “ Russia must be back- 
ing Japan ! ” 

This was but a few years after the Crimean 
war. The relations between England and Russia 
were like those between a dog and a monkey. It 
seems to me that their relations have not improved 
much since. 

The two ships of Satsuma which the British 
fleet had taken for security were commanded by 
Matsuki Koan (later Terajima Tozo) and Godai 
Saisuke (later . Godai Tomoatsu.) The Japanese 
sailors had been ordered to land, but the two 
captains went on board an English vessel. But 
before they left their ships, they had set time- 
fuses in the magazines which wrecked the vessels 
entirely. Although they were not prisoners-of-war, 
they were hardly rated as guests of the British 
ship. At any rate these men reached Yokohama 
with the fleet ; it was so reported in the Yokohama 
newspapers of that time, but we heard no more 
of their movements and lost contact with them 
completely. 

Of these officers, Matsuki had been my com- 
panion in the embassy to Europe. He, Mizukuii 
and myself, had been intimate friends for a long 
while. So Mizukuri and I were anxious about our 
lost friend, and together we often wondered what 
might have been his fate. There was no way to 
trace him. If he and Godai had been sent back to 
Satsuma, they would surely have been set upon 
and assassinated by the young warriors of the 
clan. On the other hand, if they had been de- 
livered to the shogunate government, they would 
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have been imprisoned pending a trial for their 
relations with the English. But we never heard of 
them either as victims of their clan or as prisoners 
of state. Mizukuri and I discussed their fate 
often. Then about a year later, Matsuki turned 
up unexpectedly in Yedo. This is a long story, 
and there is much that belongs before it in the 
natural sequence of events. 

Soon after the English fleet returned to Yoko- 
hama, certain representatives of Satsuma came to 
Yedo to negotiate peace. They were Iwashita 
Sajiemon, Shigeno Konojo ^ater Aneki) and an un- 
official advisor, Okubo Ichizo (later Okubo Toshi- 
michi.) These men were desirous of concluding a 
truce for the time being, but having no one able 
to handle the negotiations, they were much per- 
plexed. Then fortunately a man offered to mediate 
between them and the English — Shimizu Usaburo 
(Mizuhoya Usaburo,) a merchant who possessed 
some knowledge of English and was enthusiastic 
in foreign affairs. He was certainly an xmusual 
man for his rank in society. He had had an 
interesting experience. 

The English fleet, on sailing for Satuma, had 
needed an interpreter. Their own interpreter, 
Alexander Siebold, could speak Japanese well but 
was not able to read the written characters. So 
Shimizu was asked to accompany the fleet as 
assistant to Siebold. Shimizu, who loved adven- 
ture, jumped at the opportunity and, receiving his 
credentials from the custom house m Yokohama, 
went on board the flagship, and had the unique 
experience of seeing the battle of Kagoshima from 
the British side. 

So to this Shunizu went the messengers of 
the Satsuma clan to ask for his mediation with 
the Briti^. Shimizu called at once at the British 
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Legation in Yokohama to deliver the request for 
truce. 

The attendant at the door of the legation, 
hM-ring his purpose, said that such an important 
business could not be negotiated with a merchant, 
but “a rnan of more authority must be sent.” 
Shimizu argued that social rank did not matter in 
this event, and that so long as he bore the 
credentials of the clan, he should be regarded as 
having full powers to speak. His stem argument 
finally won him admittance, and he immediately 
presented his message to the minister, St. John 
Neale. 

But no reasonable negotiations could be made. 
The minister declared in a high-handed threat 
that a number of additional vessels were already 
en route to Japan from the Indian Ocean, and 
that a body of several thousand troops was pre- 
paring to embark soon for Japanese shores. “Truce- 
making in such a juncture is out of the question.” 

Of course, Shimizu had to go back to the 
Satsuma delegates and report his failure and the 
impossibility of proceeding with the English minis- 
ter. Then the Satsuma delegates, finding the situa- 
tion growing increasingly more difficult, called on 
the English minister in person. After long negotia- 
tions, they agreed to pay the required indemnity 
of twenty-five thousand pounds, or about seventy 
thousand ryo at current rates. However, the dan 
had to procure the sum privately from the central 
government, and being imwiUing to pay the money 
in the name of the head of the clan, paid it under 
the name of his near relative, Shimazu Awaji-no 
Kami. As Richardson’s assassin had escaped, they 
could only promise his execution when he was 
arrested. 

Those present at the negotiations were Iwashita 
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and Shigeno of Satsuma, and Ugai Yaichi and 
Saito Kingo of the shogunate government. Okubo 
Ichizo did not take any official part in the settle- 
ment. It was not until the first or second of 
November, the third year of Bunksoi, that the 
affair was finally closed. 

I may seem to have wandered far from the 
story of my friend, Matsuki, but now I come to 
him again. When Matsuki and Godai came on 
board the English ship, they met Shimizu. They 
were all old acquaintances; Shimizu had often 
studied English with Matsuki. Naturally they 
were surprised to meet each other in such an odd 
circumstance. 

“Why are you here?” “How did you get 
here ? ” Their questions were asked excitedly of 
each other. So it was not altogether an unpleasant 
voyage with the English fleet back to Yokohama. 
But to land in Yokohama was another problem. 
Shimizu, of course, was free to go on shore, but 
Matsuki and Godai were “ men under a shadow.” 
Then Shimizu, always ready to go through any 
adventure to help others, took the situation in 
hand. He first went on shore and requested the 
help of an American, Van Reed, who agreed to 
provide a boat for secretly convesdng the two men 
to the shores near Yedo. 

Now, a permission to leave the ship had to be 
obtained from the admiraL They went to him 
with rather anxious minds, but the admiral proved 
to be very generous, and easily granted the per- 
mission. So Shimizu and Van Reed, having planned 
the venture very carefully, took the two fugitives 
secretly by boat in the darkness of night. They 
had planned to land on the coast somewhere be- 
tween Yokohama and Yedo, but at that time there 
were guard stations every few hundred yards along 



I Return to Anti-Foreign Japan 163 

the highway between the two cities, and all suspi- 
cious looking men were stopped and questioned. 
It would have been impossible to walk with the 
two samurai swords at their sides. So Matsuki 
and Godai left their swords, hats, and all identify- 
ing property with Van Reed, and, looking like 
boatmen or farmers, they rowed on to the shore 
at Haneda, landed in the dark, and made their way 
toward Yedo along imfamiliar roads. 

While they were still some distance away, day 
began to appear. The two fugitives, now scared, 
got into a public litter on the road and, liiHing 
their faces, entered Yedo. It was yet dangerous 
to stop in an ordinary inn. Shimizu, who had 
gone on ahead, was arranging an accommodation 
in an inn at Horidome where he knew the pro- 
prietor personally. There was much worry ing and 
waiting, but Matsuki and Godai arrived safely 
about noon the next day. 

There they stayed for two days, and then 
moved to Shimizu's native village of Haniu in 
Saitama. But finding this stiU insecure, Shimizu 
took them again to Naramura where a relative of 
his had a county house. This was a lonely, out- 
of-the-way location, and the two men felt safe to 
stay there a long while. Godai went to Nagasaki 
after several months, but Matsuki remained for 
nearly a year. 

^ the while the Satsxima clansmen were 
htmting for the two missing oflicers. i^ides the 
dele^tes mentioned, Higo Shichizaemon and Nanbu 
Yahachi and others of the Satsuma estate in Yedo 
were engaged in the search. After a thorough in- 
vestigation, these men began to suspect Shimizu, 
and they questioned him several times about the 
missing men. Shimizu excused himself by saying 
that he knew nothing, for he was afraid that the 
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two men would face execution if caught. But the 
Satsuma men were suspicious of him, and soon 
the officers of the central government began to 
examine him. It was harder now for him to 
feign ignorance. Shimizu wished to release Ma- 
tsuki from his hiding place if he was going to be 
pardoned, but if he was doomed to be executed, 
he would keep him there as long as possible. 

Finally, reaching the end of his wits, Shimizu 
went to Kawamoto Komin, an old teacher of 
MatsuM’s, to ask his advice. The old scholar 
thought it best to tell the truth, for probably 
Satsuma men would not go so far as to take the 
life of their helpless victim. Shimizu, then, made 
a formal address to the clan and informed them 
of Matsuki’s hiding place with the request that 
MatsuM should not be put to death. This was 
granted, and Matsuki came out from the retreat a 
free man. 

To prevent any future embarrassment, he 
changed his name to “Terajima Tozo,” and to 
this day, through his long career, he has been so 
known. However, his identity has been kept a 
strict secret, as Shimizu told me, known only to 
seven Satsuma men. I suppose those seven men 
are that group including Iwashita and Okubo. 

Duiing this experience, I knew nothing of the 
movements of Matsuki, alias Terajima. A long in- 
terval elapsed, and in the fourth year of Bunkyu — 
I do not recall the month, but it was not in the 
cold ^son— probably in summer or autunm, Higo 
Shichizaemon came to my house one day. 

“Matsuki is in town and wishes to see you, 
but would you object if he came here himself?” 
he smd suddenly. 

“Is he still alive?” I exclaimed. “I have 
talked about him every time I met Mizukuri.” 
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“ Yes, safe and sound.” 

“Where is he?” 

“Here in Yedo, but would you receive him if 
he came here?” 

“ Of course ! ” I said. “ I would like to see 
him at once.” 

The next day Matsuki came, and I felt as if I 
were receiving a man back from the other world. 
I then learned about his life since his disappearance 
and of his being saved by Shimizu. There in my 
house in Shinsenza we had a hearty meal together. 
He confided to me that he was hiding in Shirokane- 
Daimachi, at the home of a physician, named So, 
which was his wife’s home. 

I immediately notified Mizukuri of this, and 
together we visited our friend the next day in So’s 
residence. We three sat and talked from noon 
till late at night. According to his accounts Matsuki, 
or Terajima now, was in good standing with the 
Satsuma clan, but not being sure of the attitude 
of the central government, he had to be careful. 
But as he had committed no particular crime, he 
was not in danger of peremptory arrest. As for 
his living, he said, he was doing some translating 
for his clan. 

“I am all through with firearms,” Terajima 
declared, “absolutely. No more warfare for me. 
Why, even at the report of a gun, my head goes 
dizzy. It makes me shiver to think of that fight- 
ing in Kagoshima.” 

He went on to tell that it had been a ticklish 
job to set the fuse in his own ship, and that he 
had just escaped with his life. At that time he 
had twenty-five ryo in his possession with which 
he landed and made his way to Yedo. He recalled 
how the Englishmen of the fleet wanted some fresh 
fruit during their wait in Kagos him a Bay; some 
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clansmen from the province contrived to board the 
ships on the pretense of bringing fruit, but their 
plot did not succeed at all. He continued with 
event after event, but I shall cut short his narra- 
tive up to the incident of the anchor. 

It seemed that none of the Japanese knew 
that the English flagship had cut her chains when 
she was so suddenly fired on in Kagoshima Bay ; 
that is, nobody but Shimizu himself who was 
aboard her. Later he told the fact to the Satsuma 
leaders, and advised them to salvage the anchor 
and keep it. But they paid little attention to the 
suggestion, and let the anchor lie until later when 
some fishermen drew it up and brought it ashore. 
Thus the anchor came into the hands of the 
clansmen. 

After they had made peace, and paid the 
twenty-five thousand pounds, the Englishmen casual- 
ly asked them to return the salvaged anchor. The 
&tsuma officials, without a second thought evident- 
ly, had delivered the anchor as if it was so much 
scrap iron. This, we must admit, vras a stupid 
move. After all, the outcome of the battle had 
not been decisive for either side. The English had 
cut their chains ; they had suffered the loss of two 
high officers; and fcally, they were obliged to 
retreat vdthout making a landing. This would 
seem to indicate a defeat. But on the other hand, 
Satsuma had suffered a great deal of damage; 
they could not follow the retreating enemy, nor 
could they return the fire when the English boats 
renewed the bombardment the next morning. 
Therefore, it would seem a defeat for them too — 
more like a double defeat on both sides. 

So there vras no necessity that the Japanese 
should hand back the anchor without a rebuttal. 
This amply shows how little the Japanese knew of 
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international ethics at that time. From the very 
beginning it is doubtful whether it was reasonable 
at all for England to demand the sum of one 
hundred twenty-five thousand poimds for the death 
of a single man. Although it is now an affair of 
thirty years ago when things without precedent 
were happening daily, we Japanese still feel the 
injustice of that demand and settlement. 

When the Satsuma men proposed a truce, 
what enormous threats and boasts the British 
minister made, and how naively the Japanese be- 
lieved, or were afraid to disbelieve! Indeed, the 
whole issue was closed before the Japanese people 
really knew what they were up against. Such an 
outcome would not be possible today. Even the 
Americans were saying at the time that they 
hoped Japan would not pay the full amount. And 
when I recall how the minister from France ramp 
out with his most amazing threats, I begin to 
doubt the sanity of the men concerned. Yet it 
was all settled amicably. I have no more comment 
to make. 

From the imperial court in Kyoto there was 
issued an edict that, beginning on the tenth of 
May, the third year of Bunkyu (1863,) the expul- 
sion of all foreigners was to be enforced. In 
obedience to this order, the Choshu dan fired 
upon a Dutch merchant vessel passing through 
the straits of Shimonoseki. Fortunately the vessel 
was not sunk, but much complication arose from 
the inddent, and unrest grew from bad to worse. 

A great misfortime befell me in June of the 
same year. One day I was surprised by a message 
from my old teacher, Ogata, who had come to 
live in Yedo some time before. The messenger 
said that the old master had been suddenly 
ill and had vomitted blood. I had just visited him 
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a few days before and found him very well — ^how 
could this be? But I lost no time in hurrying to 
his house. At that time there was no means of 
transportation— not even the jinrikisha. ^ I ran the 
whole distance from my house in Shinsenza to 
Ogata’s place in Shitaya. But when I ran breath- 
less into his house, I found him sunk in death- 
What could I do now? So sudden and keen was 
the blow, I seemed to be living in a dream. 

Some of his pupils who lived nearby were 
already there ; many others kept coming in. The 
small house was soon filled with forty or fifty 
men who overflowed from the parlor into the 
kitchen and the entrance hall. That night we 
were to sit up for the last watch over our old 
master. 

At about midnight, as I was sitting on the 
steps at the entrance, Murata Zoroku (later Omura 
Masujiro) came and sat by me. 

“Well, Murata, when did you return from 
Choshu ? ” I opened the conversation. 

“A few days ago.” 

“What do you think of that firing on the 
Dutch vessel in Shimonoseki? Wasn’t it a crazy 
thing for Choshu to do?” 

Suddenly Murata took on an angry look. 

“Why so? What is crazy about that?'’ he 
returned. 

“It is rather wild to think of expelling the 
foreigners in this age, isn’t it?” 

“ You insult the Choshu leaders ! They have 
adopted a definite policy on foreign relations, and 
they aren’t going to allow any arrogance on the 
part of the Westerners, especikly the Hollanders. 
With their small country, to dare act as they 
have! We won’t allow that. Even if we have to 
fight to a finish, we’ll keep the foreigners out ! ” 
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This vehemence was not like the Murata I 
used to know so well. I let the conversation 
drop, of course, as soon as I could, and hurrying 
over to where Mizukuri was sitting, told him of 
my surprise at Murata’s fierce change in attitude 
and what he had said. 

We, as his friends, had been anxious about 
Murata ever since he was called to Choshu, be- 
cause at the height of the anti-foreign feeling, when 
a student of foreign affairs was taken into service 
in the center of that movement, his personal safety 
was in jeopardy. We had often talked of this to- 
gether. And now, when he came back, we found 
him thus completely changed. I was much puzzled. 
Was he pretending to hold that attitude for fear 
of attack from his clansmen? He could not be 
such a fool as to adopt a belief in their “expel 
the foreigner” idea. But there was no telling; he 
was acting peculiarly. So Mizukuri and I decided 
to let our friends know that Miurata was not to be 
counted as of our group any more; no knowing 
what might happen if we spoke too freely with him. 

I am telling this exactly as it appeared, and I 
really do not imderstand to this day our friend’s 
temporary change in attitude — whether he was 
simply shamming for self-protection, or whether, 
like one who “ would swallow a tray after licking 
the poison,” he had become converted to the anti- 
foreign side after he had gone to Choshu. At any 
rate, we, Mizukuri Shuhei, myself and others, 
were for a while afraid to come near him. 

The third year of Buniqm (1863) was a most 
troubled year hi the development of foreign rela- 
tions. On our side, all Japan was swept by the 
anti-foreign movement, and on the side of the 
Westerners, England had pressed her demands 
after the death of Richardson. It was a trying 
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time. As I was working in the translation bureau 
of the foreign department, I had opportunity to 
see most of the official letters. In other words, I 
had access to the most secret diplomatic transac- 
tions. Of course I could not remove the docu- 
ments, but whenever I translated them at the 
office or at the residence of the minister of foreign 
affairs, I memorized the contents of each letter 
and transcribed them as soon as I reached home. 
I secured, for instance, the contents of the letters 
dealing with the Richardson affair : the first state- 
ment from the British minister, the outline of our 
government’s reply, and all subsequent documents. 

Naturally, these transcripts were not to be 
passed around freely. I made them the subject of 
conversation with my most intimate friends. They 
were interesting documents. But one day I gath- 
ered and threw them all into the fire. I had an 
urgent reason for doing so. 

There was in Khnagawa a certain Wakiya 
Usaburo who served somewhat in the capacity of 
assistant magistrate. As this was a rank of im- 
portance, he had considerable standing. One day, 
it is told, he wrote a letter to a relative in Cho- 
shu, and the letter was intercepted by a detective. 
Although it was ^rsonal throughout with no 
reference to a definite matter of state, one passage 
in it was interpreted as treasonous by the over- 
cautious official. The statement was : “ I am very 
anxious about the trend of things at present. I 
do wish some great spirit or clever minister might 
appear and direct the country to security.” These 
words implied-— so the officials decided— that the 
writer was making light of the present Shogun ; 
in other words, he must favor the downfall of the 
present ruler. Therefore he was a criminal — a. 
traitor. 



I Return to Anti-Foreign Japan 171 

I was working in the translation bureau and 
saw the confusion. During the clamor I saw 
Wakiya pass along the corridor; he was not bound, 
but was escorted by guards. The next day we 
learned about his letter and the reason of his 
arrest. His house was searched at once and he 
was imprisoned in Denmacho. After the formality 
of a trial, he was quickly condemned to death in 
the prison. The officer to testify at his death was 
Takamatsu Hikosaburo, an acquaintance of mine. 
He told me later of his personal regret, but he 
had to perform the duty. 

When I realized Wakiya’s sentence, I was 
frightened. For if he was condemned to die for 
the simple statement in his letter about a “great 
spirit and clever minister,” what might not my 
transcripts of the secret dispatches of the country 
bring upon me? I saw myself in the Denmacho 
prison and my head being struck off! No sooner 
did I reach my home, then in Teppozu, than I 
collected these papers and burned them. 

Thus the telltale documents were out of ex- 
istence. But I was still anxious, for I remembered 
giving a copy of part of the papers to a relative 
of mine ; on another occasion I had lent these to 
a certain man of the Hosokawa clan. I now 
thought that the latter might have made a copy 
of them for himself. I really suffered agonies of 
suspense. Furthermore, I dared not write a letter 
to inquire about them, for it would be dangerous 
to commit myself again in writing. 

I continued to worry and hope that nothing 
might come to light. Then, fortunately, the Im- 
I^rial Restoration came, and I felt relieved of my 
liability. Now I can talk quite freely about all of 
this, and even have it taken down in shorthand as 
I am doing now. But in those days, for five or 
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six years prior to the Restoration, I was living 
under a heavy burden. And the debt I felt I 
owed, and which might be demanded at any time, 
was— my head! I could not confide it to any of 
my friends, not even to my wife ; I had to bear 
it alone. 

There is no comparison between the serious 
extent of my “crime” and that of poor Wakiya’s. 
What a sad contrast, and a cruel one, that he who 
wrote an innocent letter to a relative should be 
put to death, and a man who had transcribed the 
secret transactions of the government should go 
free. It is hard to know on what the forttme or 
misfortune of a man may rest. Predestination, 
some call it. 

For this reason, as well as for others, I am 
indeed grateful for the Imperial Restoration. If I 
had those transcripts now, I could work out an 
account of conditions in the third year of Bunkyu ; 
also they would be valuable sources of Japanese 
diplomatic history. But not caring to exchange 
them for my head, I made away with them. How- 
ever, should anyone have a copy of those docu- 
ments, I would like to look at them again. 

After this, it seemed as if there was nothing 
but anti-foreign agitation in the country. Choshu 
fired on every ship that passed through Shimono- 
seki Straits. American and English war vessels 
were fired on after the barrage on the Dutch mer- 
chantman. The outcome of the continued attack 
was that the four countries — England, France, 
Holland and America — made a joint protest to the 
shogunate government, demanding three million 
yen. This was paid after long disputes. Still the 
anti-foreign wave did not subside. The shogunate 
was now harrassed on both sides : — ^there was, on 
one side, the agitating clans which clamored at the 
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point of arms for the closing of the coimtry, and 
on the other side was the united power of Western 
nations demanding the “open door.” Trying madly 
to satisfy both sides, the shogunate at length in- 
vented a term, sako (the closing of the ports) to 
use in place of the advocated sakoku (the closing 
of the land.) A commissioner of foreign affairs, 
Ikeda Harima-no Kami, was sent to France to 
negotiate the policy of sako. 

The shogunate, as the governing force, had 
lost all its prestige. There were almost daily as- 
sassinations. The country had become a fearful 
place to live in. In this state of affairs I tried to 
live as discreetly as possible, for my chief concern 
had become how I might escape with life and limb. 

Militarism ran wild in this period before and 
after 1863. People in general were concerned with 
nothing so much as showing off the old warrior 
spirit. That, however, was not to be wondered 
at, for the shogunate itself was encouraging it. 
Although, for its outward policy, the government 
of the Shogun had professed the policy of peaceful 
relations with the West, that was simply because 
it was in the responsible position of government 
and diplomacy. If one were to examine the in- 
dividual official, one would have found each one an 
ardent hater of anything new and Western. All 
those who had any influence or commanded respect 
were wearing long swords. Many of the fencing 
meters of the city had been honored with com- 
missions by the government, and they suddenly 
became the idols of the people. It was no timf» 
for the students of foreign culture to hold up 
their heads above others. 

This vogue of militarism spread everywhere. 
It infested even the priests of the Shogun’s court 
who were known generally as chado-bozu, the 
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“tea-ceremony priests,” since they were usually 
employed in serving tea and performing social 
offices to the daimyo and higher feudal nobles 
around the Shogun. These priests usually wore 
short swords and cr^pe overgarments, gifts from 
the lords, and they would walk along with a 
mincing gait. Their effeminate manners were 
taken for granted. But now, with the new milita- 
ristic trend, some among them actually adopted 
long swords and were seen tossing their tonsmred 
heads like fierce warriors. 

The fashion among the Shogun’s retainers was 
an overgarment of hemp with crests worked in 
black lacquer. According to tradition, this garment 
was worn by leyasu at the battle of Sekiga-hara, 
(his famous decisive victory in 1600 which estab- 
lished the Tokugawa shogunate.) Also it was told 
that the old lord of Mito had been fond of wear- 
ing this garment. So this overgown became the 
fashion of the militarists. 

This warlike spirit spread even among the 
population of Yedo. For the feast of Tanabata, it 
had been customary to tie poem-cards and hang 
bits of watermelon and paper toys of fans a nd 
other social emblems on bamboo sprays. But at 
this time, the fans and melons gave way to toy 
helmets and paper swords. It was all beyond me 
now ; the whole spirit was one of war and worship 
of the ancient warriors. 

Having decided that swords were unnecessary 
objects in my scheme of things, I made up my 
mind to dispose of mine. I took aU I had— not 
very many, perhaps four or five pairs — ^and sold 
them to a dealer, Tanaka Jubei, who lived in 
Shinmeimae. But as a sign of my position I still 
had to appear with swords, so I kept the short 
sword which my father used to wear with his 
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ceremonial garments. I obtained a sheath for it 
long enough to give it the appearance of a long 
sword; I then bought a cooking knife at a hard- 
ware store in Shinmeimae and fashioned a short 
scabbard for it. Thus I wore these two swords 
for the mere semblance of formality. The rest I 
sold, and as I recall, they brought sixty or seventy 
ryo. 

I tried to make myself appear as modest and 
inconspicuous as possible. As a young man I had 
learned iai-nuki, the art of drawing the long sword 
in an emergency, and I had frequently practised it 
at home and at school in Osa^. But when the 
military spirit grew strong, I put away my iai- 
swords in a closet and pretended I knew nothing 
of swordsmanship at all. I pretended that I had 
never even drawn a sword in my life, and was 
merely wearing them for appearance’s sake. For 
thirteen or fourteen years I did not once venture 
out of doors at night, so cautious I became. Really 
until the fifth or sixth year after the Restoration, 
I lived practically as a recluse, making writing and 
translating my whole occupation. 



CHAPTER IX 


I VISIT AMERICA AGAIN 

A gain, in the third year of Keio (1867) I 
had the opportunity of going to the United 
States of America. It was my third voyage 
to foreign lands. 

Some years previously when the shogunate 
had considered obtaining some warships, they had 
requested the American minister, Robert H. Pruyn, 
to negotiate the purchase, and handed him the 
amount of eight hundred thousand dollars in several 
payments. In the third or fourth year of the 
Bunkyu era (1863-1864,) one vessel named the 
Fujisan had been delivered. The cost of this had 
been four hundred thousand dollars. Since then 
various affairs had occupied the government, and 
the Civil War in the United States had broken up 
her foreign interests. And so the delivery of the 
second ship had been much delayed. 

So much time having elapsed without any 
business being concluded, and om: government still 
having the four hundred thousand dollars to its 
credit, it was decided to send over a mission to 
conclude the purchase of the second ship, and also 
to obtain some rifles for the army. The head of 
the mission was Ono Tomogoro, who, as Go-Kanjo 
Ginmi-yaku (assistant minister of treasury,) was a 
man of rank and much influence in the govem- 
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ment. The second commissioner was Matsumoto 
Judasm. Their appointments had been made the 
previous year. In my eagerness to visit America 
once more, I visited Ono at his residence many 
times and sought his influence. Finally he agreed to 
include me in his party, and we sailed on January 
the twenty-third. As the task was to purchase a 
vessel, the party included some men of the navy 
besides the few interpreters. 

In this same year a regular packet service 
was opened between Japan and America. The 
first vessel to arrive was the Colorado and we 
took passage on her return voyage. It was a fast 
steamer of four thousand tons, veritably palatial in 
comparison with the small boat on which I had 
previously crossed. The former had required 
thirty-seven days; this rapid liner arrived in San 
Frandsco on the twenty-second day. There were 
as yet no transcontinental railways, so we em- 
barked again for Panama by the Padfic Steamship 
Company line after a wait of about two weeks. 
We crossed the isthmus by train, and then again 
took ship to New York, our voyage ending on 
March nineteenth. We went directly to Washington 
and called on the Secretary of State at once to 
proceed with our deal. 

The way this business was done certainly 
illustrates our government of those days. It would 
be supposed that before we sailed from Japan the 
mission would have had a receipt for the eight 
hundred thousand dollars that had been duly paid. 
But in reality there was hardly anything that 
could be recognized as an ofiicial voucher. Our 
files induded some ten pieces of paper with simple 
notations of “fifty thousand dollars,” “one hun- 
dred thousand dollars,” etc. But there was no state- 
ment of how or for what purpose Mr. Pruyn had 
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received the money. Among the papers were 
several oddly shaped sheets with nothing but the 
amounts and the name “Pruyu” inscribed. The 
American parties might easily, if so inclined, have 
assumed a sceptical air and refused to honor such 
pieces of paper. 

There was much discussion among the mem- 
bers of the mission before the voyage, but they 
decided finally that this apparent neglect could be 
made a “proof” of friendship between the two 
countries. Japan had trusted the American minister 
— ^rather, the Japanese government had put its faith 
in the goodwill of the American government, and 
no formal agreement was deemed necessary. The 
word of mouth of a minister from a civilized 
nation should be as reliable as any formal treaty. 
The papers were simply memoranda in which we 
would not place any importance. 

Having decided upon this attitude (which was 
due to the force of circumstances,) when we 
opened the negotiations, we were greeted at once 
by Mr. Pruyn himself. Without any hesitation or 
formality he wanted to know if we would take a 
ship or have the surplus fund returned. The mis- 
sion felt relieved at this fine attitude of the Ameri- 
can ex-minister. We had come for the vessel. 
So we were taken on a tour of inspection, and 
finally decided on a steel craft named the Stone- 
wall, later called by us Azuma-kan. Then we 
purchased several hxmdred, or several thousand, 
rifles. Still, some seventy or eighty thousand 
dollars of our fvmd remained, and this we left in 
the care of the American government. Then turn- 
ing over responsibility for the vessel and the arms 
to the naval officers, the rest of the party set out 
for home. 

It was not until the following year, the first 



179 


I Visit America Again 

year of the Meiji era (1868) that the ship reached 
Japan. Our country had already brought about the 
Restoration, and the warship arrived in command 
of an American captain, made deputy by our naval 
officers. Long afterwards I happened to hear from 
Yuri Kosei, who was then in charge of the financial 
bureau of the new Meiji government, that he had 
great difficulty in finding funds to pay for the ship. 

“The new government had so little ready 
money at that time,” he said. “We had to man- 
age somehow or other to scrape together several 
hundred thousand dollars for the ship.” 

I let him know that the former government 
had paid in full, and that there was a balance still 
left in Washington. Yuri looked at me in amaze- 
ment. “ Is that so ? ” he simply said. 

It seems that Japan did pay twofold for the 
vessel, but there is no reason to believe that 
America or the American officials were guilty of 
using the money. It must have disappeared some- 
where in the deal. 

Now that I recall it, there was something 
irregular in my own conduct during this trip. It 
is true that I was in the service of the shogunate, 
but that I had not the least idea of rendering 
absolute or selfless service is also true. By my 
own reiterated declaration, I was opposed to the 
closing of the country and all the old r^me of 
rank and clan. Further, I regarded as my enemy 
any person who advocated the retention of these 
ideas. Naturally, in turn, those who were ad- 
vocate of the old system would regard me as a 
heretic. When I considered the general policy of 
the government, it was entirely that of the old 
regime— the nmrow, self-esteeming, illiberal, feudal 
society ^unwilling to permit free intercourse with 
the outside world. 



i8o Fukuzawa’s Autobiography 

Here is an instance of their method. The 
banking agent who usually served the government 
as well as the officials personally was Mitsui 
Hachiroemon. The members of the mission to 
America received allowances in Japanese silver 
oaerbu coins which they were to change into 
American dollars before leaving. Of course the 
exchange rates were daily fluctuating, and it was 
very troublesome to know when it was most pro- 
fitable to exchange them. One of the officials 
summoned to his hotel in Yokohama a hanio, or 
manager, of Mitsui’s, and after a long consultation 
about exchange rates, said: “I see that recent 
rates are not so favorable to us, but I imagine you 
have quite a stock of dollars exchanged when the 
rates were better. Will you have my money 
changed now into those cheaper dollars?” 

The hanto bowed his head to the floor and 
replied, “I bow myself to yom: will. I shall 
make the exchange of your money at the lower 
rate.” He returned with the American dollars at 
the old exchange rate, to the advantage of the 
official. 

I was surprised at this preposterous notion— as 
if the “cheaper dollars” were marked on the 
coins! Here was a man defying the law of ex- 
change and showing no faintest signs of shame or 
embarrassment. Yet, indeed, he was not by any 
means an unprincipled man; he was a gentleman 
m all other respects. Not only he, but the mer- 
chant likewise showed no resentment over the 
outrageous act. I realized then that this, after all, 
was not the fault of the individual man; it was 
due to the deplorable custom of the times. The 
present regime was thoroughly bad. As a govern- 
ment it could not stand much longer. 

In connection with many pressing problems. 
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the government was pursuing a policy of severe 
retrenchment, and it was declared that even the 
government of Shogun, at this time of emergency, 
must not refrain from making money. So a com- 
mittee on profits for the country was appointed, 
and all sorts of suggestions were advanced. 

One scheme was that a canal should be dug 
at a certain point in the city of Yedo so that tolls 
might be collected from it. Another idea was 
that all wine brought into Shinkawa should be 
taxed. Still another was that a certain area of 
waste land be put under cultivation with govern- 
ment supervision. At another time, some one 
thought that the collection of all the nightsoil 
(which is used as manure) in the city might be 
brought under government management and dis- 
posed of to its own profit. 

Then a certain authority on foreign affairs 
made a grand speech at a gathering of his fellow 
scholars : “ The government is determined to take 
over all the profit from the nightsoil, disregarding 
the rights of the brokers. What is this but down- 
right despotism? In history I have read that the 
citizens of the American colonies resisted their 
mother country, England, when she imposed a tax 
on tea. The ladies of America gave up all use of 
tea and even gave up the pleasures of tea parties. 
Now, let us follow the example of those Americans, 
and give up the entire production of nightsoil for 
the express purpose of resisting the despotism of 
our government. Do you second my motion?” 

The speaker was given a round of applause. 

Under the new policy of economy, it was to 
be expected that our party going to America 
should include a committee to look after the 
profits for the country. 

It seems that one of the “profits” committee 
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had reasoned that the price of foreign books would 
soon rise with the development of foreign studies 
in Japan, and therefore that the government could 
benefit itself by importing them. One day he gave 
me a private order to purchase many books in 
America. But I did not easily acquiesce in this 
idea. 

“It is a very good imdertaking,” I replied. 
“Japan is in need of more foreign books. What 
a godsend that our government should sponsor 
this ! I will do my best to gather the most useful 
ones and to see that they are sold as cheaply as 
possible to aU who wish them for their studies. 
That is your idea, is it not ? ” 

“ Oh, no,” he answered. “ Our purpose is to 
sell them at a profit for the government.” 

“Then,” I said, “the government is going 
into business. I did not enter the mission in order 
to promote a money-making scheme abroad. But 
if the government announces its purpose of money- 
making, I can become a merchant too, and will 
look out for my share of the commission. Either 
way is satisfactory to me. If the government 
agrees to sell books at their original price, I will 
go to any amount of trouble to hunt out good 
books and make the best terms I can in buying 
them. Or, if the government decides to make 
some profit on them, I will not let the government 
do it alone. I will take a share of it myself. Now, 
Six, this is a dividing point between two policies — 
one for the public benefit, the other for profit. 
Which would you prefer. Sir ? ” 

Such was my line of argument, but after a 
while I lost the goodwill of the higher officials. 
As I look back on the incident, I feel I have been 
guilty of overstepping propriety, whether my argu- 
ment was sound or not. 
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Another episode occurs to me. One of the 
party, Seki Shinpachi, and myself were accustomed 
on the voyage to order drinks in our cabin. The 
cost was not slight, but we did not mind this 
very much, for all our expenses were being borne 
by the mission. We ordered all the wine and food 
we wanted, and spent the time talking to our 
hearts’ content on all manner of subjects. 

“The government has to go,” I was saying 
once. “There is no use to think of holding on to 
it. Look at the rottenness it is getting by with. 
Here the ‘ official gentlemen ’ are always using the 
phrase goyo (by the lord’s order) in their proceed- 
ings. Even in buying wine and fish, they pay for 
them at a low rate under the high sounding privilege 
of goyo. When a fish boat comes in from Kazusa 
or Boshu, these gentlemen must step in first and 
have the pick of the catch almost for nothing. It 
would be endurable if Shogun Sama himself were 
to enjoy this fish, but his cooks are really selfing 
them for their own profit. We might guess other 
things from this. This government is absolutely 
gone— rotten ! 

“But now, putting that aside, look at this 
foolish anti-foreign policy. The government makes 
a pretense of allowing free intercourse with aU 
the Western nations. It has to do so, being in a 
responsible position. But the truth is, our govern- 
ment is really an exponent of ‘ expel the foreigner.’ 
'nfink of those good-for-nothing fortresses looking 
like sea-slugs that have been built at Shinagawa. 
The crowd is not yet satisfied and they want to 
build more of them. Then, what is the idea of 
Katsu Rintaro’s going to Hyogo and building that 
round white fortress like a fire brazier? Aren’t 
th^ all preparations for the expel-the-foreigner 
policy ? Any government that has a policy of this 
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kind ought to be smashed at once. Don’t you 
think so ? I certainly do ! ” 

Seki thoughtfully considered. “That may be 
sound reasoning,” he said. “But is it quite just 
for us to be making this argument? We are 
enabled to come on this trip to America because 
the government is pa3dng for it. What you eat 
and drink and wear is paid for by the government. 
I feel some scruples in talking about smashing the 
government under these circumstances.” 

“Oh, no, that is all right,” I went on. “We 
are hired by the government simply for our use- 
fulness as interpreters. They don’t respect our 
personalities in any way. The situation is like 
that of the eta employed in curing leather. The 
great lords of the government cannot do such 
lowly work. Then luckily they find a man, an 
outcast, who will do what others despise to do. 
So they hire him to mend the soles of their 
sandals. Our situation is like that — ^an eta taking 
work in the household of a lord. Why show any 
scruples or hesitation then? Go ahead and strike 
at the government! But the difficulty is — who 
will go first? I don’t want to be the ring-leader 
in the movement. 

“ The only ones who are making a noise about 
overturning the regime are irresponsible bullies, 
the ronin from the Choshu and Satsuma clans. If 
those men should ever take hold of the shogunate, 
and begin controlling affairs, that would be the 
last straw, the finishing touch in an already dan- 
gerous anti-foreign policy! Perhaps the present 
regime is a shade better than what those despera- 
does might make of it. Yet it must go, sooner or 
later. But, for the present, I can only look on, 
having no way to effect the revolution. Isn’t it 
most pathetic ? ” 
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Thus we talked while we drank as if there 
were nobody in the world who might take excep- 
tion to our remarks. Though we were in our 
own stateroom, we were careless about keeping 
the doors closed, and talked loudly. I am sure 
that parts of our conversation were reported to 
the commissioners, for when we returned to Japan 
and I resumed my work in the foreign office, I 
was reprimanded by the minister. He said that I 
had committed certain offensive acts during my 
service abroad — so I was to confine myself at home 
and be penitent. 

This punishment of confinement was quite 
easy to bear, for it only meant that I should not 
report to the office for work though free to go 
anywhere else. Indeed, I was rather grateful for 
this enforced leisure. I obediently confined myself 
at home and began writing a book which I called 
“A Guide to Travel in the Western World” (Seiyo 
Tabi Annai.) 

It was the end of June of the same year when 
we returned to Japan. The situation there had 
grown more difficult; the unrest and distemper 
almost came to the surface. I made no attempt 
to take part in affairs, but stayed at home and 
devoted myself to teaching, writing and translating. 
Even then people were circulating strange rumors 
about me. One of these implied that my brother 
was in ICagoshima, having joined the Satsuma 
clan; therefore, I too was to be regarded as 
suspidous. Probably this rumor originated in my 
denunciation of the present government. But there 
w^ no reason to put my brother, who had left 
this life more than ten years before, in Elagoshima. 
I made no explanation or defense against these 
worthless ixunors. Nor did I make any public 
utterances on political matters though many “pa- 
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triots” were constantly offering new ideas and 
policies for reform. I was watching as from afar 
these activities of busy men. 

One day a friend, Nakajima Saburosuke, came 
and asked me why I was keeping so closely at 
home. I told him of the “penance” I had been 
ordered to keep ever since returning from America. 

“ How absurd ! ” exclaimed Nakajima. “ In this 
busy time a man like you should not live like a 
hermit.” 

“But,” I said, “how can I go to the office 
when I am not wanted there ? ” 

“ Well, I’ll see to that.” 

Nakajima went to Inaba Mino-no Kami and 
advised him to get me out of my confinement 
back to service again. This official had formerly 
been the head of the Yodo clan, and is the same 
old gentleman who now lives in retirement in 
Tonosawa in the Hakone Moxmtains. Nakajima 
Saburosuke himself was police commissioner of the 
old town of Uraga. He was a fine example of a 
samurai; he and his son were killed in the battle 
of Hakodate, (the last struggle between the 
shogunate and the forces of the imperial govern- 
ment at the time of the Restoration.) A monu- 
ment to their memory now stands in the park at 
Uraga. 

If I have given the impression that I blame 
the official for my punishment after the American 
journey, I do not intend it to appear so. I think 
I did deserve it. It was my obligation to respect 
every order of Ono Tomogoro, because he had in- 
cluded me in the party out of his own goodwill 
after I had many times begged him to do so. Yet 
I had been doing everything in my own way, and 
sometimes had actually opposed him. For instance, 
while we were stiU in America, it became clear 
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that Ono had grown indignant towards me. He 
said, “ You may consider your work now finished. 
You may leave the party and return to Japan 
ahead of us.” 

But I refused to be cowed by such a com- 
mand. “ You have brought me out here far from 
home, employed me all these days, and now that 
the work is done, you want to send me back 
alone. But you do not have such authority. When 
I left Japan, I took my leave from the higher 
officials of the government, and that means I am 
here under the official order of the ministry, and 
not under yours. Therefore, I do not intend to 
return to Japan by your order alone.” I may 
have won in this argument, but I know I was far 
from being discreet. 

One day, while we were at the dinner table 
and talking freely on many subjects, I remarked : 
“I think our government is doing wild things. 
This crazy idea of expelling the foreigners and 
closing the ports! Think of such an infantile 
notion as erecting forts at Shinagawa to enforce 
that policy I And I see that there are several men 
right here at this table who took part in the 
building of those forts. Do they think, I wonder, 
that Japan can be preserved by such a policy? 
Be cautious ! Japan is a very precious country ! ” 

As I look back now, I feel I must have been 
mad to make such remarks in such a place at 
that time. Ono was a pretty headstrong man, but 
I should not hold any grudge against him. It was 
certainly logical and natural for him to regard me 
as he did, considering my behavior and particularly 
my free utterances. 



CHAPTER X 


A NON-PARTISAN IN THE RESTORATION 

A S the third year of Keio (1867) drew to its 
close, the general spirit of unrest waxed 
stronger. It was natural that it should 
affect my students ; some went back to their native 
provinces, others strayed off to various quarters, 
and less and less of them sought instruction in 
my school. 

At about this time the properly of the Nakatsu 
clan in Teppozu, where I was living, was taken 
over by the government to be made a foreign 
compoimd, and we were ordered to vacate. So I 
purchased ground in Shinsenza which had formerly 
belonged to the Arima clan, and near the end of 
December moved there. The old estate property 
was at once turned over to the foreigners. 

Then with the new year, in early January, 
came the battle of Fushimi, the defeat of the 
Shogun’s army, and the retreat back to Yedo of 
Shogun Yoshinobu himself. Again great confusion 
swept the country. And this marked the bigin- 
ning of the Imperial Restoration. As for myself, 
I took no part whatsoever in any political move. 
But since the Restoration is really the beginning 
of aU present politics, I think I must go back to 
my childhood— to the growth of my earliest ideas 
— to e:q)lain why I did not take part in political 
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activities, though I realize this will suspend for a 
while my narrative of the rest of my life. 

Back in those childhood days I lived under the 
iron-boxmd feudal system. Everywhere people clung 
to the ancient custom by which the rank of every 
member of a clan was inflexibly cast in the mould 
of his birth. So from father to son and grandson, 
the samurai of high rank would retain their rank. 
In the same way those of lower rank would for- 
ever remain m their low position. Neither intel- 
ligence nor ability could prevent the scorn of their 
superiors. 

Bom as I was in a family of low rank, I 
recall being ever discontent with the things I had 
to endure. But later, whenever I felt myself in- 
sulted, I resented the fact of the insult and dis- 
regm-ded the person who had committed it. I had 
decided that it was shameful to act arrogantly 
ag^st one’s urferiors only because one had the 
privilege of doing so. Furthermore, while I re- 
sented their arrogance and wilfulness, at the same 
time I m-wardly regarded these men as coarse 
fools who did not know the wherefore of sensible 
behavior. I really made light of them in my 
heart. 

Had I been an accomplished scholar or Bud- 
dhist philosopher then, I might have conceived the 
theory of the equality of mankind, or some doc- 
trine of love for all men, and I might have given 
much valuable thought to the welfare of humanity. 
But I was still a boy in my teens ; it was rather 
unlikely that I would hit upon such profotmd ideas. 
It seemed to me very simply that it was despicable 
for a man to be a bully. So I could never take 
out my feelings in illtreatment of my own inferiors 
to avenge myself for the abuse I had received— I 
was of low rank, but there were many men lower 
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even than myself. This was what people used to 
call “taking Yedo’s revenge in Nagasaki.” But 
that was against my nature. I was all the more 
respectful toward men below myself. 

This respect for people of lower rank was not 
original with me. It had been handed down from 
both my parents. My father being of the same 
rank as myself had, no doubt, been subjected to 
many unpleasant experiences by his contemporaries. 
But there was no mstance of his showing any dis- 
respect to others in return. To cite an instance: 
My father made a great deal of a scholar, Naka- 
mura Ritsuen, who lived in Mizukuchi of the Omi 
province, and treated him as kindly as if he were 
his own brother. Nakamura was an able scholar, 
but he was the son of a dyer who had lived in 
Nakatsu. Therefore nobody in our clan would 
befriend this “ mere merchant’s son.” My father, 
however, admired his character and, disregarding 
aU social precedents, took him into our house in 
Osaka, and having introduced him to many people, 
brought it about finally that Nakamura was made 
a household scholar in the Mizukuchi clan. So 
the relation between the two men became no less 
than that of real brothers. Even after my father’s 
death, Nakamura Sensei continued to regard our 
house as his second home, and his cordial relations 
with us lasted all through his life. 

So I believe my feeling of respect for all 
people was bred in me by the custom of my 
parents. In Nakatsu I never made a show of my 
rank in my mingling with any persons, even with 
the merchants of the town or the farmers outside. 
Of course there was no use to try resisting the 
proud aristocrats even if I had wanted to. I 
resolved, therefore, to keep away from them — 
neither seeking their favor, nor giving them a 
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chance to abuse me. With my mind thus set, I 
lost all desire to make a name in the clan. 

There is an old saying: “Become a great 
man and return to your native province wearing 
brocades.” Such was not my ambition. Rather, I 
would have been embarrassed by brocade. My 
only thought was that I would break with the 
clan whenever the situation became too unpleasant. 
Though I never revealed it, I was always deter- 
mined to ignore the clan in my career, much less 
pay court to it. 

In the course of my education, I went to 
Nagasaki and to Osaka. Then I was called to 
Yedo to teach the young men of my clan. All 
this time I remained unconcerned as to politics in 
the clan. It was very usual for scholars or students 
to submit memorials for reformation, recommend- 
ing, for instance, that the study of foreign lan- 
guages be promoted, or that the military organiza- 
tion be improved, and aU sorts of things. But, 
unlike the majority, I never made any such effort. 
Nor have I once addressed the chancellors, openly 
or in private, regarding my ability or my wishes, 
or what post I would like to have, or what salary 
increase I desired. 

After coming to Yedo I was to see some ex- 
periments in my clan. They once adopted a 
foreign system of drilling. At another time they 
decided on the Koshu system of drill, and began 
using the conch shell for that Again, they at- 
tempted to encourage studies in Chinese and made 
plans for improving the schools. All such move- 
ments I silently watched without any signs of 
praise or disapproval. 

There was an old retired chancellor in the 
clan who was fond of discussuag politics. One day 
I visited him, and the old gentleman began to 
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speak of the unhappy relations between the im- 
perial court and the Shogun, and how Konoe Sama 
was doing things not expected of him, and certain 
chancellors were not managing things ably, and so 
on, lampnting over the benighted conditions of the 
times. It might have been expected that the 
listener join in and sympathize with the old com- 
plainer. But I did not do so at all. I simply said 
that there were things in the times that were un- 
pleasant to some ; of course Konoe Sama did not 
seem to be doing what he might ; the chancellors 
of the Shogun might seem inefficient also; but 
from their point of mew, it would be impossible 
to do everything in a way to please everybody. 
As I looked at our own Nakatsu clan, I saw many 
things that could be done now, and many things 
that should not have been done. That would 
seem to show a very poor policy to outsiders, 
while the men in control perhaps thought they 
were doing the best under the circumstances. 
Probably as things were, they were about as well 
as could be. I said to the old chancellor in con- 
cluding that it was rather useless to criticize the 
conduct of other people. 

And so I refused to take sides with the old 
gentleman. Having taken such an attitude, I could 
hardly enter the politics of the clan, and so I 
abandoned any idea of seeking a career in it. 
Consequently it was logical that I should lose 
altogether any idea of depending on the favors of 
other people. From my point of view, neither 
•mfm nor clan existed. I withdrew into the quar- 
ters provided for me and lived quietly without 
agking more. My life was a very quiet and in- 
genuous one. 

One day I was told to report to o-ko^nando 
(bureau of supplies) in the main headquarters. 
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When I did so, the official gave me a silk over- 
garment {haori) bearing the crest of our lord, 
which he described as a special gift. This, in 
other words, was the “ honorable donation of the 
crested dress,” one of the distinctions in feudal 
society. I was not particularly touched by the 
honor, nor did I complain of the quality of the 
stuff. I accepted the gift with plain thanks. On 
my way home, when I called on Suganuma Mago- 
emon, an old friend of my late brother’s, who 
had just come up from our native province, I 
foimd him engaged with a tailor, apparently plan- 
ning a new overgarment. When I understood 
this, I spoke up; 

“Magoemon San, are you ordering a new 
haori?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, there is a nice silk haori for sale. 
Would you take it?” 

“ Why, good ! But what about the crest ? ” 

“It has the crest of our lord. Anybody of 
our clan could wear it.” 

“All right. I would like to look at it.” 

“If you really wish to, I have it right here.” 
And I took out the silk cloak I had just received 
from our lord. 

“Why, this would just suit me,” said my 
friend, much impressed. “But what about the 
price ? ” 

“ We will let the tailor put a price upon the 
thmg.” 

So we talked the matter over with the mer- 
chant, and he decided it was worth one ryo and 
three bu as it was a garment without inner lining. 
The deal was at once closed; I sold him the 
garment, took the money, and returned home to 
Teppozu. 
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According to the custom of the clan, this 
honor of receiving the crest-bearing cloak would 
have been recorded in the family history, dated 
and described, as an event in the family. But 
with me, I rather preferred to have the money, 
for with that one ryo and three bu I could buy the 
foreign book I had found the day before. Or, if 
I did not buy the book, I could have the pleasure 
of a drinking-bout. It does seem that my mind 
was rather childlike, perfectly iimocent of all 
worldly ambition. 

I can claim therefore that I have been frankly 
without any ambition within the clan. This may 
sound quite creditable now, but in the eyes of my 
fellow-clansmen it was taken as a lack of loyalty 
and human sympathy. It was in pressing this 
point that they sometimes challenged me to argu- 
ment at parties where drink had loosened tongues. 
I always replied in this way : “ You must not call 
me disloyal or unfeeling, for I have done nothing 
against the clan, nor have I ever interfered with 
its policies, but I have always followed orders 
strictly. If you stUl call me disloyal, I don’t know 
where my omissions lie. Not only that, but I have 
never made any request of them. Who in my 
clan ever heard me ask to have my rank changed 
or my salary increased? You may inquire of the 
upper officials and chancellors. It is not in my 
nature to exert myself with the expectation of 
reward. If this is disa^eeable to them, let them 
dismiss me. If I am dismissed, I s h all obey the 
order and get out 

" AU the intercourse of life is governed by the 
rule, as I call it, of ‘ an eye for an eye.’ IE the 
clan says, ‘ You should be grateful for the patron- 
age given your family for many generations,’ I 
win have a word to say in reply : ‘ There is no 
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occasion for you to demand gratitude, for my 
family has rendered honest service for a long 
time.’ On the other hand, if the clan itself extends 
some appreciation to us, saying, ‘We are glad to 
acknowledge the good service of a family like 
yours,’ then I should feel like saying in return, ‘ I 
am deeply grateful for your constant employment. 
During our family’s history, there have been some 
good-for-nothing men, also some weaklings. In 
spite of these, you have been good enough to give 
us our fixed salaries, and enabled us to live com- 
fortably. The benevolence of our clan is as ex- 
alted as the mountains and as deep as the sea.’ 
So would I humble myself and return thanks. 
This is what I consider the law of ‘an eye for an 
eye, a tooth for a tooth.’ I think I understand it. 
I don’t want to have gratitude demanded of me, 
or to be called disloyal without reason.” In this 
way I dealt with the charge of my “disloyalty” 
to the clan. 

A few years before the Restoration, the Choshu 
clan was declared guilty of treason, and the central 
government had declared that the Shogun himself 
would lead the combined forces of several clans 
against Choshu. Accordingly, our Nakatsu clan 
sent orders recalling the students in my school 
for service. I think Obata Tokujiro and others 
were among them — about ten in all. But I said 
that it was too dangerous for the young men to 
go to war; they might be killed by stray bullets 
however careful they went about in the battle- 
field. For this kind of absurd war, if they wanted 
figureheads in their ranks, they could as well hire 
farmers from the provinces. My students were 
too precious; even if they were not to be killed 
in the gun fire, I did not want them to get their 
1 ^ scratched by thorns. So I had them answer 
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that they were all too ill to cany arms. If we 
were to be punished, the worst would be dismissal 
from the clan. I did not consider the right or 
wrong of the conflict ; I simply said it was not the 
kind of activity that students should take part in. 

So I kept the young men at their studies and 
did not let one go. The clan was weak and did 
not force the recall of the yoimg men. But it did 
place the responsibility of this disobedience on the 
parents, declaring that the present unruly will of 
the youths in Yedo was due to the poor training 
of their parents. Under this contention, the old 
folks in Nakatsu suffered the penalty of fifty or 
sixty days of “closed gates.” 

Such was my way of life. I never endeavored 
to enter the clan politics, nor have I ever tried to 
hold office above others. It was as if my mind 
were washed clean of what people call the “yearn- 
ing for honor.” 

After I had been employed by the shogunate 
for some time, I was ordered to become a regular 
retainer of the Shogun himself. I became then 
hatamoto with a prescribed salary of one hundred 
and fifty bales of rice (though actually it amoimted 
to only one hundred.) It was the general custom 
for hatamoto to let his servants address him as 
Torn Sama (Great Master,) while men of lesser 
rank would have themselves addressed Danna 
Santa (Master.) Unconcerned as I was with my 
rank or career in this new post, I did not teU my 
servants to use the higher form of address. 

Then a friend of mine came to call one day. 
I think it was Fukuchi Genichiro. He inquired at 
the entrance: 

“ Is Tono Sama within ? ” 

“No, Sir,” replied my maid. “There is no 
such personage here. Sir.” 
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“Is he not in the residence then? Is Tono 
Sama out?” 

“ No, Sir. This is not the residence of such a 
gentleman, Sir.” 

Thus the maid and my guest were arguing 
when I heard it from my room in our small 
dwelling, and went out to welcome the guest. I 
realized then that it was natural for my maid not 
to xmderstand Tono Sama, for it was a word never 
used in my household. 

Though I did not engage in politics, I was not 
entirely ignorant of the political world. On the 
voyage to Europe, I used to talk over the problems 
of the time with the other interpreters, Matsuki 
and Mizukuri. 

“What do you think of it?” I said one day. 
“The shogunate cannot hold the coimtry together 
much longer. It seems to me that aU the clans 
might get together and form a federation like 
Germany. What do you say to this idea ? ” 

Matsuki and Mizukmi agreed with me that 
this would be the most peaceful solution of the 
crisis. 

Then going on to talk of our own careers, I 
said, “If I should say what I’d like to do, if I 
could, it would be to become tutor to the ‘big 
chief ’ (the Shogun) with a salary of two hundred 
bales of rice a year and the chance of teaching 
him all the new ideas of civilization and bringing 
about a great reformation in the country.” 

Matsuki applauded and exclaimed that that 
was just what he too would love to do. A salary 
of two hrmdred rice-bales and i»st of tutor to the 
Shogim was the level of ambition for Matsuki at 
that time. Probably this represented the average 
thoughts of all the foreign culture students of the 
age. 
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Later Matsuki, under his new name of Tera- 
jima, took high office in the new imperial regime, 
even becoming a minister of foreign affairs with 
full responsibility for the national government. 
That, however, seems to me a pretty wide depar- 
ture from his early ambition, and rather a sad 
departure, knowing, as I do, his true personality. 

But to return to the contemporary situation in 
the country, I noticed, when I looked arotmd, that 
all the ronin, adventurers, and so-called patriots 
had collected in Kyoto around the imperial cause. 
The shogunate in Yedo, on the other hand, was 
trying to keep its own as the central government 
against this rising power. These two political 
forces had come to be called Kinno, the supporters 
of the Emperor, and Sabaku, the supporters of the 
Shogun. If I may sum up my position between 
those two sides : — 

1. I disliked the bureaucratic, oppressive, conser- 
vative, anti-foreign policy of the shogunate, so I could 
not side with it 

2. Yet the followers of the imperial cause were 
still more anti-foreign and more violent in their action, 
so I had even less sympathy with them. 

3. Regardless of right or wrong, an ambitious man 
might cast his lot with one or the other of the parties 
to win a place for himself, for in a troubled time one 
can best do a big thing. But there was no such desire 
in me. 

I will tell how I came to lose aU worldly 
ambition. 

Since my first arrival in Yedo, I had not been 
impressed by the men in the Shogtm’s government. 
At the first meeting they would appear to be gen- 
teel, well-mannered, and smooth in speech-— so much 
finer than men in the provinces. But that was 
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only superficial. They did not reaUy have brains 
to think with or even physical initiative. They 
were direct retainers of the Shogun, however, and 
I was the mere retainer of a provincial clan. To 
them I had to bow most ceremoniously, and use 
“sama” in mentioning their names whether the 
man was present or not. Inwardly, I thought no 
more of them than of huge, the courtiers of Kyoto. 

However, the pompous arrogance of these 
Shogun’s men was beyond what people nowadays 
could conceive. This may seem a trivial instance, 
but on the highvray, when traveling, it was a ca- 
lamity for us to meet any of these men or retainers 
of the Shogun’s near relatives who had the privi- 
lege of wearing the aoi (hollyhock) crest of Toku- 
gawa family. 

We might leave our inn on a cold winter 
morning to take a ferry. After waiting for an 
hour on the vtindy river bank, we would see the 
boat coming. Then just as we were about to step 
in, should some men wearing the aoi crest come, 
we would We to wait another hour for the 
ferry. Again at some wayside station, when the 
litter-bearers were all engaged, we would look 
everywhere for vacant litters. Once we had found 
some ready, and were about to stow ourselves in, 
up would stalk a wearer of the aoi crest, and we 
would have to stand aside. After a few instances 
of this kind even a good-natured man would begin 
to rage. Such are a few examples of the arrogance 
and petty blunders of the shogunate. In an out- 
bmrst after one of my own experiences on the 
highway, I decided that here was the worst gov- 
ernment in the world. 

It may be that my hatred of the government 
had started from my naive dislike of oppression, 
but there were other causes which provoked me 
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to stand against it. I had been reading foreign 
books since my youth; also I had traveled in 
America and in Europe, and had come to see 
what policy Japan must take to preserve herself 
among the powers of the world. But now I found 
the government doing things hopelessly against 
my idea. 

It is often thought that the Tokugawa central 
government was inclined to foreign intercourse 
while all the country at large opposed it; some 
historians of late have declared that the chief 
chancellor, li Kamon-no Kami, was an advocate of 
open intercourse, and a book has been written to 
support this. But the idea is the grossest of errors. 
In reality, I should say, Tokugawa, if closely ex- 
amined, was the leading opponent of foreign inter- 
course in Japan. 

Lord li ICamon was indeed the purest and 
finest of old-time samurai. I heard that during 
the burning of the great castle of Yedo, he led the 
boy Shogun to the “maple hill” within the grounds. 
There, finding the grass grown deep, and fearing 
a hiding place for assassins, he drew his own 
sword and cut aside the tall grass surrounding 
them. Then holding the young lord in his arms, 
he stood guard the entire night until the tumult 
had died and the fire burned out. Such is a true 
picture of the brave chancellor. While it is also 
true that he once had some anti-foreign advocates 
in Kyoto arrested and executed, he was only puni- 
shing them for defsdng the government. 

Thus I can see that Chancellor li was both 
brave and loyal as a retainer in the old clan of 
Tokugawa. But as to international relations, I 
must say that he was the foremost of anti-foreign 
sympathizers. The only reason that he and the 
Tokugawa government allowed foreign intercourse 
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was that they were in direct contact with the 
foreign powers and were obliged to carry on such 
intercourse even though unwillingly. If the cur- 
tain had been drawn aside from the back stage 
politics of the shogimate, I know what a shocking 
nest of anti-foreign broodings would have been 
discovered. I cannot therefore be blamed for my 
position with regard to this government. Another 
instance of the stubborn conservatism of an official 
may be pertinent here. 

I was reading Chambers’ book on economics. 
When I spoke of the book to a certain high official 
in the treasury bureau one day, he became much 
interested and wanted me to show him a transla- 
tion. He said that if translating the entire book 
was too much, he would like to see the table of 
contents. I at once began translating it (it com- 
prised some twenty divisions) when I came upon 
the word “competition” for which there was no 
equivalent in Japanese. After trying several words, 
I was obliged to use an invention of my own, kyo- 
so, literally, “race-fight.” 

When the official saw my translation, he ap- 
peared much impressed. Then he said suddenly, 
“ Here is a word ‘ fight.’ What does it mean ? It 
is such an unpeaceful word.” 

“That is nothing new,” I replied. “That is 
exactly what all Japanese merchants are doing. 
For instance, if one merchant begins to sell things 
cheap, his neighbor will try to sell them even 
cheaper. Or if one merchant improves his mer- 
chandise to attract more buyers, another will try 
to take the trade from him by offering goods of 
still better quality. Isn’t the same true of money 
lenders? They try to out-trade each other in 
reducing the interest on loans. Thus all merchants 
‘ race and fight ’ and this is the way money values 
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are fixed. This process is termed kyoso in the 
science of economics.” 

“ I understand now. But don’t you thiny there 
is too much effort in Western affairs ? ” 

“I don’t consider that too much effort. All 
the commerce of the world is conducted funda- 
mentally like that.” 

“ Yes, iierhaps,” went on the official. “ I 
understand the idea, but that word ‘ fig ht ’ is not 
conductive to peace. I could not take the paper 
with that word to the chancellor for his judgment. 
It would not be proper.” 

From the gentleman’s exception to my render- 
ing of the term, I suppose he would rather have 
seen some such phrase as “men being kind to 
each other” in a book on economics. Doubtless 
the official would have approved of a book th^^ t 
advocated a man’s loyalty to his lord, a love of 
the nation shown in connection with trade, open 
generosity from a merchant in times of national 
stress, etc. But I said to him, “If you do not 
agree to the phrase ‘race-fight,’ I am afraid I shall 
have to erase it entirely. There is no other term 
that is faithful to the original.” 

I did delete the offending term in black ink 
and let him take the papers. From this little in- 
cident one may gather the character of the other 
officials whom he represented in the government. 

At the time of the expedition against Choshu, 
many foreigners in the country were much inter- 
ested in the affair. One of them, an American or 
an Englishman, wrote a letter to the government, 
asking for the reasons of the expedition and what 
crimes the Choshu dan had committed. The 
statesmen must have hdd a spedal session to 
frame a reply, for they returned a long letter. 
Anyone might have expected to find in this letter 
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some reference to the Choshu clan’s antagonism to 
foreigners, or their firing on foreign vessels at a 
time when Japan was formally concluding treaties 
with the peoples of the world. 

But the letter showed no such reasoning at all. 
It said that the Choshu clan had “disturbed the 
peace in Kyoto, disobeyed their Emperor's wish, 
disregarded the orders of the Shogun, and that 
their crimes were more numerous than the bamboos 
on Nanzan. . . .” All this was presented in the 
most involved Chinese classic style. When I read 
this letter, I came to the conclusion that the gov- 
ernment was fundamentally desirous of clinging to 
old traditions and of keeping its gates closed to 
the foreigners even though it was making treaties 
and contracting friendship. Whatever sympathy I 
may have had was lost then. 

Again, to consider the other party, the Kinno, 
who were trying to support the Emperor against 
the Shogun, I found I had no more sympathy with 
them. Their antagonism to foreign intercourse 
was even more keen than that of their opponents. 
After aU, both parties seemed to be alike in their 
anti-foreign prejudice. The only difference between 
them was their method of striving for the same 
goal. But since they were quarreling fiercely over 
this difference, it was likely they would come to 
the point of shooting guns at each other to decide 
it. I could trust in neither party. 

^ At that time the defenders of the imperial 
policy were a shade worse; they were actually 
murdering people, setting private houses on fire, 
and declaring that even if the whole land were 
reduced to ashes in this extremity, Japan must be 
kept from foreign influences. The mass of the 
people echoed this cry, adding to the confusion. I 
was sure that these ignorant rogues were the ones 
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to ruin our country if they once came to hold 
some power. I could almost see the disaster in 
my mind’s eye, for these men seemed to be gain- 
ing power. When I had this feeling, how could I 
have any sympathy with the Kinno party? 

About this time the widow of my former 
teacher Ogata sent for Mizukuri and myself. She 
was now living in Yedo, and she had always 
seemed like a mother to me. 

“You are both serving under the Shogun,” 
she said to us, “ but such work is without much 
hope. Give it up, and go to Kyoto. You will find 
all sorts of interesting work there.” 

It seemed that recently she had had visits with 
Murata Zoroku and Sano Eiju and other politicians 
who were active supporters of the imperial cause, 
and she had learned of the coming opportunities 
in Kyoto. It was natural for the good old lady to 
remember us and advise us of this news. 

I gave answer to her kind advice: “Thank 
you. Madam; I am sure there would be great 
possibilities for me in Kyoto, but I cannot side 
with the movement to (hrive out the foreigners 
even if I have my head chopped off in the refusing. 
Don’t you agee with me, Mizukuri?” We both 
declined our old mistress’s advice. 

Here is another thing to explain. As I had 
left home so early without having been in zmy 
local office of my clan, I did not learn the taste 
for an official life. Even now in the central gov- 
ernment of Yedo, I was only a translator ; I had 
no occasion to be involved in any politics. I 
regarded myself fully as a hired man, and never 
endeavored to espress my opinion in anything 
beyond my prescribed work. The discomfort I 
had come though as a man of low rank had 
penetrated to the marrow of my bones. So it was 
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impossible for me to seek an official career which 
necessitated the bending of my knees before other 
men. Nor did I ever entertain the idea of rising 
high above all men, for I did not care to hold my 
head above others any more than to bow down 
before my superiors. 

I have always used the honorific form of ad- 
dress in my speech generally — not of course to the 
lowly workmen, or grooms, or petty merchants in 
the really casual order of life, but to all other 
persons, including the young students and the 
children in my household. At the same time, I 
never felt undue awe toward men whom people 
single out as great in the political world. 

Of comse, to elderly men with white hair, I 
paid due respect, but if the person seemed to exact 
homage because of his title and office, I lost inter- 
est in conversing with him. I do not Imow whether 
this comes from mbom nature or from the habits 
of my student life, but I am the same to this day. 
At any rate I am inclined to believe that I was 
bom under a star which led me away from the 
politi^ world, and kept me apart from all the 
activities of the Restoration. But now let me con- 
tinue with the course of events from which I have 
so long digressed. 

Shogun Yoshinobu had returned to Yedo de- 
feated, and a dreadful time was to follow. The 
mtire city seemed to boil and throb with discus- 
sion as if the whole populace had gone mad with 
the suspense. Not only samurai, but doctors and 
priests with tonsiured heads and scholars, called 
by the people the “lazy long-sleeves,” were argu- 
ing about what the government should do. There 
seemed to be no other topic of conversation. 

In the castle of the Shogun all order was 
gone, and in this time of stress, the usu al etiquette 
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was overlooked. The great waiting room, such as 
the one with the decorative paintings of geese, 
called the “Room of the Geese,” and another, 
called the “Room of the Willow,” had formerly 
been the most exclusive chambers of the daimyo 
calling on the Shogun. But now in these days of 
hectic unrest, the rooms had become the haunts 
of rough and ready men. They were sprawling in 
these rooms in careless loose-legged attitudes, 
pitching into arguments at the top of their voices. 
Some were seen to pull out brandy flasks from 
thdr sleeves and take long gulps. 

In such times naturally the work of translating 
in the bureau of foreign affairs was suspended, 
and I had no duties to attend to. But wishing to 
follow the trend of affairs, I was usually at the 
castle every day. 

One day I found two men in formal dress 
sitting in the oflSice of our bureau. One of them 
was Kato Hiroyuki whom I knew; the other I do 
not recall. I spoke to my acquaintance : 

“Good day, Kato. What does your formal 
dress mean? Efeis anything important happened?” 

“ Do you not know,” replied Kato in a serious 
tone, “the grave situation our lord’s government 
is facing? We are waiting for an audience with 
his lordship.” 

His lordship, the Shogun, had just then re- 
turned to the castle from the (flsastrous expedition, 
and there was much fear of the enemy’s pursuit 
to Yedo. Many of the patriots, esqperts on tactics, 
and general politicians were there ready to pro- 
pound to the “great general” all sorts of schemes 
and suggestions for defense. Some said that a 
first defense line should be laid at the river Fuji; 
others disagreed and said the natural barrier of the 
Hakone mountains should be used, and then the 
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enemy could be overwhelmed at the foot of the 
Futago peaks. All agreed that the three centuries 
of development begun by the deified ancestor of 
the Tokugawa miist not be lost in a day. Even 
if the enemy bore the brocade banner of the Em- 
peror, we, as retainers of the Shogun, could not 
desert our master; let us rather fall with the 
Shogun. That was the way of the faithful warrior. 

So there was an endless train of men, waiting 
for their turn to present their views to the grand 
chief. Kato was undoubtedly one of them. I went 
on to ask him : “ How about it, do you think Yedo 
may be stormed? Or do you think we are quite 
safe here ? You ought to loiow. Do tell me what 
is going to happen.” 

“What would you do, if I told you?” said 
Kato. 

“If,” I said, “we are to have war, I must 
hurry ^d get my things together to run. If there 
is no risk of a fight here, I will stay peacefully at 
home. You see, the chance of war has a great 
deal to do with my own household affairs.” 

“This is not the time to indulge m humor, 
you fool ! ” returned Kato with staring eyes. 

“lam not joking,” I replied. “ It is really a 
problem of life or death. If the war is going to 
be, I must run to save my life. It is your privi- 
lege to fight, if you want to. But I am for saving 
my life.” 

I still recall how indignant Kato was. Another 
time I was approached by an official of the bureau 
of foreign affairs who asked how many followers 
I had. 

“ Why, Sir, do you inquire about my followers?” 

“Because,” he Seiid, “in case of a siege, all the 
retainers of the Shogun are to assemble here with 
all their men whom they have trained for just 
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such an emergency so that they can make a final 
stand here in defense. His lordship has ordered 
us to have ready in advance a supply of food for 
all. Therefore I must know the number of your 
men.” 

“Thank you. Sir,” I answered. “I am much 
obliged for your kind precaution, but I shall have 
to ask you to leave my household out of your 
emergency rations. I have no followers, nor have 
I a master whom I have to serve. Besides, when 
the war begins I won’t be quite so languid as to 
come to the castle for my meals. I will be far 
away in some safer quarters.” And I took another 
sip of the tea I was drinking. 

If there had been any of the old fighting spirit 
left among the men under Tokugawa, my head 
would not have stayed on my shoulders very long 
at that. But such was the spirit among these men 
in the last period of the shogunate that my reck- 
less words passed unchallenged. Therefore, it was 
not surprising that no war followed, for war was 
not easily provoked among men who lacked the 
very spirit for fighting. 

A short while before this, on the return of 
Shogun Yoshinobu from his unsuccessful campaign 
in the west, his government, with the idea perhaps 
of making some reforms, had created many new 
ofiices and appointed men to hold them. It was 
ridiculous to see many offices that were merely 
empty titles. There was even a magistrate of 
Hyogo, which was the town from which the 
Shogun’s forces had just been driven. Certainly 
this magistrate was appointed in form, but I doubt 
whether he actually went to take office there. 
There were many made o-metsuke and o-tsukai ban 
(official censors.) I believe that both Kato Hiroyuki 
and Tsuda Shinichi were appointed to one or other 
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of these oflSces. I was likewise honored. A cere- 
monial messenger arrived one night to present me 
with the official order. But I turned it down with 
a cordial apology that I was “ill” and unfit for 
the office. 

By and by the Emperor’s army came pushing 
into Yedo and established a temporary government 
called Chinsho-fu in Yedo. The Shogun Yoshinobu 
retired to Mito to prevent open hostilities. All 
this was happening in the spring of 1868 (the 
fourth year of Keio which was also the first year 
of Meiji.) At that time I was just moving into 
my new house at Shinsenza in Shiba ward. I had 
bought about four hundred tsubo of ground (about 
fourteen thousand square feet,) and there being 
only a godoum and nagaya (storage house and long 
tenements,) I was building a new dormitory for 
the students and a private house for my family. 

When I started to build in the midst of the 
great uneasiness, there was not another person in 
the whole city of “Eight Hundred and Eight 
Streets” who was contemplating such a venture. 
Rather, everyone was making bundles of his be- 
longings, ready for escape to the country. Some 
energetic persons had t^en down the metal parts 
of their stoves and were using mud ovens m the 
open for cooking. This was a lucky circumstance 
for me, as aU the carpenters and masons were 
delighted to get work then. And so many work- 
men came together, all eager to work for as much 
as would buy them food, that my houses were 
done very cheaply and quickly. Moreover, I was 
not builffing a new house; I had obtained an old 
house belonging to the clan, and was using the 
material from it. So, although I built pretty ex- 
tensively — about one hundred and fifty tsubo (5400 
square feet) all together— the cost was not more 
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than four hundred ryo. I think it was April when 
the construction was finished. 

Occasionally friends would come and try to 
discourage me in this undertaking. “Who else in 
the world would think of building a house now 
when everybody is getting ready to move out? 
What is yoxur idea ? ” 

My answer to them usually was: “Perhaps 
it does seem strange that I should be building 
nowadays. But suppose I had built it last year? 
How would it be? I couldn’t very well carry the 
house with me in case I were obliged to escape to 
other quarters. And it may be burned down in 
the fig h tin g . Or it may not. Even if it should 
bum down, I would not regret it, thinking I had 
lost a house that I built last year.” 

So I went ahead and had it finished, and the 
house was not destroyed. It was like succeeding 
in some risky speculation. I found out later that 
because of my going on with the building, there 
was much less evacuation of families in and about 
Shinsenza. People seemed to think that if some- 
one was building a new house, perhaps things 
were not going to be so bad after all. Yet I really 
was worried, for there was no telling whether a 
war might not break out or some great fire start 
near us. I decided I had better have some safer 
place to escape to when it did come. I once 
thought of digging a big hole in the yard for a 
hiding place. But no; that would be uncomfort- 
able when it rained. I then thought of hiding 
imder the floor of the storage house, but even 
that would not be proof against cannon balls. 

Then I remembered the estate of the Kishu 
dan nearby — which has since been made the 
detached imperial palace of Shiba. As I had been 
teaching several of the young men of the dan, I 
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asked them to let me see the grounds of the 
estate. I foimd in the large garden a spot where 
two thick mud walls ran parallel, and this seemed 
the best place to hide in. There I could take my 
family if things came to the worst, and the cannon 
balls began to fly. But it would be dangerous to 
enter through the main gate. So I hired a boat 
and kept it tied on the shore of the bay not far 
from our house. With it we could row over to 
the Kishu estate and make our way to the place 
between the walls. My family then consisted of 
my wife and two children — Ichitaro, the eldest son, 
and Sutejiro, the second son. 

When the invading army did come, however, 
it proved to be very well disciplined, and no im- 
reasonable violence was ever done. Only one day 
when Ichitaro, then about five years old, had gone 
to visit my mother-in-law (that old woman in the 
other room) who was living on the estate of our 
clan in Shiodome, we had the scare of a skirmish. 
It took place at the Masuyama estate which was 
veiy near where the boy had gone to visit his 
grandmother. There were thought to be some 
suspicious men lurking in the Masuyama estate, 
and the soldiers of Choshu (now of the imperial 
faction) had surrotmded the property and begun 
an assault. That meant real combat. There were 
various rumors about. Once I heard that the men 
were caught, and again I heard that they were 
killed. Then someone told us that a man was 
se^ cut down in the big ditch around the estate, 
and again that he was run through by a spear. 

We were anxious about the chance of th^ir 
setting fire to the estate and of the risk to the 
boy and the grandmother. Of course we wanted 
to send for them, but that was impossible. During 
all our excitement, evening came on and all grew 
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quiet again. Even in this skirmish, it seems the 
soldiers were very mild. They did not attempt to 
molest any civilians or harm other men not engaged 
in the fight. Some of the officers actually went 
around and spread the report that the populace 
need not be alarmed, as there was strict regulation 
and perfect control of the troops. So, contrary to 
what most people expected, there was really 
nothing to fear. 

With peace and a stable government established, 
in April of that year my school structure was 
finished. At the turn of the year, I had seen my 
students mostly dispersed ; there were only eighteen 
left. But in April most of them returned, and the 
school increased considerably. There was a good 
reason for its rapid growth. 

On my second journey to America, I had re- 
ceived a much larger allowance than on the previous 
one. With aU my expenses being paid by the gov- 
ernment, I was able to purchase a good number 
of books. I bought many dictionaries of different 
kinds, texts in geography, history, law, economics, 
mathematics and of every sort I could secure. 
They were for the most part the first copies to 
be brought to Japan. Now with this large library 
I was able to let each of my students use the origi- 
nals for study. This was certainly an unheard-of 
convenience — that all students could have the actual 
books instead of manuscript copies for their use. 

This use of American text books in my school 
was the cause of the adoption all over the country 
of American books for the following ten years or 
more. Naturally when students from my school, 
in turn, became teachers in various parts of the 
land, they used the texts they themselves had 
studied. It is not difficult then to see why those 
I had selected became the text books of that day. 
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As I have described, the army of the Emperor 
was unexpectedly mild and without the violence 
that we had feared. But we had to be careful to 
avoid any suspicion, for the military was quite 
sensitive on political affairs. So I complied by 
opening my house and school to everybody, and 
making it plain that there were no arms concealed 
— ^not a gim or weapon of any kind to be found. 
And they were welcome to search. It being clear 
that I was perfectly neutral, the soldiers of both 
sides came, and seeing that I treated them alike, 
both became friendly. 

After the imperial forces had entered Yedo, 
but before the serious resistance against them by 
the Shogun’s men at Ueno, there was a little 
skirmish near Ichikawa, A certain young man of 
the shogunate had taken part in the fight in the 
evening, but on the morning following he came to 
my dormitory saying that he was tired and sleepy. 
I talked with him a little, advising him to give up 
the fighting. 

“ Why are you taking part,” I said, “ when it 
would be just as wise to quit? This is dangerous 
business.” That was about the extent of my 
interest in the engagement. 

Here is the case of Fxurukawa Setsuzo. At 
that time he was captain of one of the Shogun’s 
vessels, the Nagasaki-maru. He came one day to 
tell me of his sudden plan to start a guerrilla 
warfare with his ship. As he was the man I had 
brought from Osaka when I first came to Yedo, 
and since he had been like a brother to me, I tried 
to stop him. 

“It would be wiser for you to give up that 
idea,” I said, “because you will surely be beaten. 
I will not argue which side is right now, but since 
the large majority of the country has been won 
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over to the other side, you have no chance at all. 
Better give it up.” 

But Setsuzo was in high spirits. " Oh no,” he 
said, “ I will show you about that. I will take my 
ship out and gather up recruits all over the coun- 
try, and then strike at a strategic point while they 
are occupied in maMng a siege on Yedo. Then 
suddenly we will sail away to Osaka and make a 
surprise raid there. I think that will make the 
imperialists know something or other.” 

Since the man would listen to no reason of 
mine, I answered : “ All right. Go on if you insist. 
Win or lose, it makes no difference to me. You 
will get no more help from me. But I do feel 
sorry for 0-Masa San (his wife;) I will see that 
she lives in comfort. But if you will, go on any- 
where and satisfy yourself.” We thereupon parted 

I will tell another episode of the times. There 
was a student from the Sendai clan, named Ichijo, 
who had been to America to study after having 
spent some time in my school. Unfortunately he 
lost his mind while in America, and his friend 
Yagimoto Naotaro, also a former student of mine, 
had to bring him back, taking care of him all the 
way on the voyage. By the way, Yagimoto, I 
learn, was until recently a clerk in Aichi prefecture, 
and is now mayor of a city there. 

Well, he had brought his demented friend 
safely on shore at Yokohama when he fotmd that 
the Sendai clan had been declared an enemy of 
the imperial regime. Police were arresting all 
Sendai men found in or near Yedo. As Ichijo was 
a Sendai man, the police went at once to arrest 
him. But they could do nothing with a man so 
plainly mad as he Weis. He was left alone, but the 
poor fellow became subject to a complex of fear 
and persecution. He refused food, as he believed 
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he was being poisoned, and so was starving him- 
self for a week. Yagimoto feared the victim might 
die unless something could be done to make him 
eat. 

Suddenly the poor fellow remembered “Fuku- 
zawa Sensei ” and said he would like to see me. I 
was in Yedo, and Yagimoto went to the magis- 
trate’s office in Yokohama to request a permit for 
removing the patient. The magistrate was then 
Terajima, my old friend, and he granted the permit, 
saying there could be no objection if he was going 
to be with Fukuzawa. So the poor fellow came 
to my house in Shinsenza and some amusing 
things happened. 

I greeted him in the ordinary way and offered 
him tea. Then I asked him to have Ixmch with 
me. I would say, “Now take this, for I will eat 
too. If you don't like that, share this rice ball 
with me. See, like this, you take the other half. 
Isn’t that good ? ” 

The patient began to eat, and once started, he 
did not mind eating anything in his sad condition. 
He seemed to feel safer in my house and to have 
forgotten all the vmpleasant experiences he had 
come through. He improved, but of course his 
condition was uncertain from day to day. We 
needed to have him watched day and night. 

Among the temperary guests with us were 
men from Satsuma and Tosa, both allies of the 
Imperial court. They took their turn in nursing 
the patient who represented the enemy clan. Then 
sometimes various members of the Sendai group 
came secretly to visit the demented fellow. So it 
happ)ened that under the same roof were the two 
rival factions taking care of a sick man, himself 
one of the “insurgent” party. There was no sign 
of discord, no antagonism of any sort; and that 
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might have been one of the reasons my school 
was left imdisturbed during those difficult years. 

I treated everyone impartially, absolutely with- 
out distinction as to political affiliations. Some of 
my students ran off and joined the insurgents; 
others left the school and took sides with the im- 
perial troops. Such a situation cannot be created 
by purpose or by pretense. It certainly proved 
my neutrality. I never admired the old regime of 
the Shogun, and I was not by any means endorsing 
the new administration. I let both sides have their 
wfil to fight it out, if they would, and fight to 
their hearts’ desire. So, this being my doctrine, 
without any hesitation, pretense or concealment I 
passed through the period of the Restoration. And 
both the school and myself lived through it in safety. 

At length the complete reinstallation of the 
imperial power was effected, and a new govern- 
ment was convened for the time in Osaka. From 
this came orders for many men in Yedo to report 
to Osaka to fiU new offices. Kanda Kohei, Yana- 
gawa Shunzo and myself were among the first to 
receive orders. Yanagawa did not want to move 
to Osaka, so he requested very respectfully that 
he be employed in Yedo. Kanda accepted the 
order gladly and agreed to go to Osaka. I refused 
it flatly and sent the conventional excuse of being 
“iU.” 

After a while the government was moved to 
Yedo, and I was again ordered to take a post in 
it. The offer was repeated several times, but I 
refused each time. One day Kanda called to urge 
me particularly to enter the service. 

“ Why are you so insistent ? ” I said to him. 
“Do you not think a man should determine his 
own conduct? I suppose you have no objection to 
that. Now, you, for example, are in the govern- 
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ment service. That is ali right, because you have 
always wished to be in it. But I do not care for 
the service, so I stay out of it. I should think 
you would praise me for doing what I have always 
wanted to do. As you are a friend of mine, you 
should. But now you are not acting like a friend.” 

Kanda was an old friend, so I spoke my mind 
to him without reserve and without fear of being 
misunderstood. Yet several times after this, I was 
ordered to take office, but I was determined never 
to accept any. Once Hosokawa Junjiro came to 
propose to me that I take charge of the govern- 
ment schools — this was before the Monbusho (the 
department of education) was established. 

“You have already done special service for 
the country,” he went on. “The government has 
recognized it; there is no reason why it should 
leave you alone unnoticed. So it offers you a 
signal position of honor.” 

I replied again in my unfailing attitude : “ What 
do you mean by recognizing my service to the 
country ? What is remarkable about a man’s carry- 
ing out his own work? The cartman pulls his 
cart ; the bean-ciurd maker produces bean-curd ; the 
student reads his books. Each one follows what 
is his obligation. If the government wants to recog- 
nize the ordinary work of its subjects, let it begin 
with that of my neighbor, the bean-curd maker. 
Give up any such ideas about my special work.” 

It may seem that I was unreasonably severe 
in hatred of the government, but the whole reason 
of my stand was that I had believed the new gov- 
ernment to be carr3dng the ancient policy of ex- 
clusiveness and antagonism against the Western 
culture, and I feared that the change from 
shogunate to imperial regime would bring no 
good to the countiy. 
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I was much mistaken in this, fortunately, and 
the government gradually turned to liberalism, 
bringing on the fine development we see today. I 
am most grateful that my fears were not realized. 
But in those days I could not see that the future 
would bring better times to us. I was judging 
only from what I actually saw, and had decided 
that ambitious and ignorant men from various 
clans were getting together to make a worthless 
government which might even bring disaster to 
the country. So I was standing apart, determined 
to do something in my own way for Japan. To 
show that my belief in the underlying anti-foreign 
spirit of the regime was not groundless, I can dte 
an instance of a proceeding of the time. 

Soon after the Restoration — either in the first 
or second year of the Meiji era— an English prince 
arrived to pay a formal visit at the Tokyo castle. 
It seems there was much discussion as to the 
ethics of conducting a forei^ visitor into the im- 
perial presence. It was decided that some ritual 
of purification of the English prince would be 
proper before he crossed the bridge (Nijubashi) 
over the moat to the castle. And this became the 
basis of a ridiculous incident. 

At that time the acting minister from the 
United States was Mr. Portman. It seemed that 
the President of the United States was not in the 
habit of personally reading the reports of the 
ministers in foreign lands unless they contained 
unusual or very pertinent matters. Now, when 
Mr. Portman heard of this purification of the 
English prince, he realized it would be a good 
episode to base his message on and thus have it 
reach the President. So he headed his report with 
the remarkable title, “ The Purification of the Duke 
of Edinburgh.” It continued something like this : 
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“Japan is a small secluded country, very self-re- 
specting and very self-important. It is customary, there- 
fore, for its inhabitants to regard foreigners as belonging 
to the lower order of animals, below human beings. 
Actually, when the English prince arrived to be received 
by the Emperor, they held a ceremony of purification 
over the person of the prince at the entrance to the 
castle. This ritual of purification traces its history to 
ancient times when water was used in cleansing the 
bodies of persons entering sacred precincts. In the 
middle ages when paper was invented, they simplified 
the ceremony by substituting paper for water. In this 
reformed rite, they use a streamer of paper at the end 
of a staff which is called gohei. The body of the sub- 
ject is swept by this staff and so is cleansed of all 
impurities and pollution. Such being the ancient rite 
in the land, they employed this method on the person 
of the Duke of Edinburgh, because in the eyes of the 
Japanese, all foreigners, whether of noble lineage or 
common, are alike impure as animals.” 

So ran the clever report of the American 
minister. I heard about it from SeM Shinpachi, 
then serving as interpreter at the American em- 
bassy. Seki told me minutely of this incident, 
repeating as closely as he remembered the words 
of the original message. He laughed over it, think- 
ing it a good joke on our government. But I did 
not laugh; I felt like crying over this revelation 
of our national superstition. 

About that time the former American Secretary 
of State, Mr. Seward, arrived with his daughter on 
a tour through Japan. He was a noted statesman 
in America, having been Secretary under Abraham 
Lincoln, and at the time of the assassination he 
had also been attacked. Mr. Seward had never 
been congenial with the English, but had always 
shown friendship for Japan. But now on his tour 
in the country itself, he declared that after seeing 
the condition of things, he could not say much 
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more in commendation of Japan. He was sorry, 
he said, but Japan with her stubborn inflexible 
nature would hardly be expected to keep her 
independence. 

In truth I could see that the officials of the 
government knew nothing better than the dregs 
of the Chinese philosophy with which to guide 
their actions. So they were simply lording it over 
the people with arrogance and pretence, and there 
was little that pointed to the establishment of the 
new culture. Now that I had the corroboration of 
the foreign statesman, Mr. Seward, I was truly 
discouraged. 

Yet I was Japanese and I could not sit still. If 
I could do nothing toward improving the condition 
of politics, I could at least try something by teach- 
ing what I had learned of Western culture to the 
young men of my land, and by translating Western 
books and writing my own. Then perhaps through 
good fortune I might be able to lead my country- 
men out of their present obscurity. So, helpless 
but resolute, I took my stand alone. 

I have never told anyone of the dire, helpless 
state of my mind at that time. But I will confess 
it now. Watdiing the unfortunate condition of the 
coimtry, I feared in reality that we might not be 
able to hold our own against foreign aggressive- 
ness. Yet no one in all the land was there with 
whom I could talk over my anxiety— no one any- 
where, east, west, north or south, as I searched, 
whom I could depend upon. I seemed alone in my 
anxiety and I knew I did not have the power to 
save my cotmtry. 

If in the future there should come signs of 
foreign aggression, and we were to be subjected to 
insult from foreigners, I would probably find some 
way to extricate myself. But when I thought of 



A Non-Partisan in the Restoration 221 

my children in the more distant future, again I 
was afraid. They should never fall into the power 
of the foreigners; I would save them with my 
own life first. At one time I thought even of 
having my sons enter the Christian priesthood. If 
in that calling they could be independent of others 
in their living, and if they could be accepted as 
Christian priests, I thought, my sons would be 
spared any insult or injury. So, in my anxiety, 
though I was not a believer in that religion, I once 
planned to make priests of my boys. 

As I look back today — over thirty years since 
— ^it all seems a dream. How advanced and secure 
the coimtry is now ! I can do nothing but bless 
with a full heart this glorious enlightenment of 
Japan today. 



CHAPTER XI 


THE GROWTH OF A PRIVATE SCHOOL 

I T was during the fourth year of Keio (1868) 
that I moved my school from Teppozu to 
Shinsenza in the Shiba ward. Now that it had 
taken on somewhat the status of a regular school, 
I gave it the name Keio-gijuku, after the name of 
the era. Students who had scattered during the 
unsettled times were now returning, and the school 
again prospered. As the number of students in- 
creased, a more systematic management became 
necessary. So I drew up a book of regulations and, 
finding it unpractical to have every student make a 
copy of it, I had the manual printed and distributed. 

Among the several items, it included one on 
the collection of monthly fees, which was an in- 
novation in Keio-gijuku. Until then in all the 
schools of Japan, it was customary for the students 
to present some gift of money on entering as a 
private formality. This was probably an imitation 
of the Chinese custom. After this they revered 
the master as Sensei, and about twice a year they 
brought presents to Mm. These gifts were some- 
times money, sometimes articles, always presented 
in the old convention of wrappings and noshi 
(ceremonial seals.) They represented tuitions, in 
quantity or value, according to the financial status 
of the students’ families. 
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It seemed to us that no teacher would really 
give his best and most vigorous work under such 
a system. For teaching is a man’s work, too. 
Why then should not a man accept money for his 
work? We would openly charge a fixed amount 
for our instruction, no matter what other people 
might say about it. So we composed a new word 
jugyoryo for tuition and ordered each student to 
bring two bu every month. These collected fees 
were divided among my older pupils who had been 
appointed to do the teaching. At that time a 
teacher boarding in the school could live on four 
ryo a month ; so if we had only this amount for 
each from the tuition collected every month, we 
would have sufficient to keep ourselves alive. Any 
amount over and above that was to be used for 
expense of the buildings. 

Of course by now there is nothing unusual in 
this business of collecting the tuition ; every school 
follows it. But when we first annoxmced it, such 
an iimovation startled everybody. 

We threw off all the dignity of the old 
master and simply told the students to bring the 
two bu: — “Don’t bring the money wrapped up 
or with the ceremonial labels on it. And if you 
don’t have the exact amount, we will make the 
change for you.” Yet some would, at first, insist 
on handing in the tuition wrapped in paper, tied in 
mizuhiki (ceremonial cords.) Then we would ex- 
postulate with them, telling them the wrapping 
was inconvenient in examining the money, and we 
would purposely open it there and hand back the 
wrapping. Such were our “rude” ways, and no 
wonder they startled the good people around us. 
But now it is amusing to see that our “rude” 
manners have become the custom of the country 
and nobody gives a second thought to them. 
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In an 3 ?thing, large or small, it is difficult to be 
the pioneer. It requires an unusual recklessness. 
But on the other hand, when the innovation be- 
comes accepted and generally adopted, its originator 
gets the utmost pleasure as if it were the attain- 
ment of his inner desires. 

It was oiur fortune that the school in Shinsenza 
was not burned in the combat of the Restoration. 
By and by our classroom and all the details of 
atoinistration were somewhat organized, but affairs 
in society around us were far from peaceful. In 
May of the first year of Meiji (1868,) there oc- 
curred the fierce battle of Ueno. A few days before 
and after this event, aU theatres and restamants 
and places of amusement were closed, and every- 
thing was in such a topsy-turvy condition that the 
whole city of “Eight Hundred and Eight Streets” 
seemed in utter desolation. But the work of my 
school went right on. 

On the very day of the battle I was giving 
lectures on economics, using an English text book. 
Ueno was over five miles away, so no matter how 
hot the fighting grew, there was no danger of fire 
or stray bullets reaching us. Once in a while, 
when the noise of the streets grew much louder, 
my pupils would amuse themselves by bringing 
out a ladder and climbing up on the roof to gaze 
at the smoke overhanging the attack. I recall that 
it was a rather long battle, lasting from about 
noon imtil after dark. But with no connection 
between us and the scene of action, we had no 
fear at all. 

Thus we remained calm, and found that in the 
world, large as it was, there were other men than 
those engaged in w^are, for during all these 
military contests, some young men retained a desire 
for learning more of foreign culture. Even during 
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the Ueno siege, and during the subsequent cam- 
paigns in the northern provinces, students steadily 
increased in Keio-gijuku. 

At that time all the schools formerly supported 
by the government of the Shogun had been broken 
up and all their teachers scattered. The new 
regime had no time yet to concern itself with 
education. And so the only school in the whole 
country where any real teaching was being done 
was Keio-gijuku. Once I had occasion to address 
the school: 

“In former times during the Napoleonic wars, the 
history of Holland was brought to a sad climax. Not 
only her homeland, but even her provinces in the East 
Indies were in jeopardy, and there was no territory 
over which she could hoist her flag. But there remained 
one spot on the face of the earth where Holland was 
still mistress. That was Dejima in Nagasaki, for that 
was Holland’s concession in Japan. The sieges of Europe 
did not extend their influence to Japan, and there from 
the top of a high pole, Holland’s national flag was 
proudly fluttering in the breeze from Nagasaki Bay. 
Holland was never completely erased from the face of 
the earth. Thus the Dutch often boast very proudly of 
their country. 

“As I see it, our own Keio-gijuku stands for West- 
ern studies in Japan as much as Dejima did for Dutch 
nationalism. Whatever happens in the country, what- 
ever warfare may harass our territory, we have never 
relinquished the hold on Western learning. As long as 
this school of ours stands, Japan remains a civilized 
nation of the world. Let us put our best efforts into 
our work, for there is no need of concerning ourselves 
with the wayward trend of the world.” 

Such was my manner of encouraging the young 
pioneers. 

As to the administration of the school itself, 
there were many complex problems that I was 
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faced with solving. After the wars, as I have 
said, the number of new entrants increased con- 
siderably, but the students who came were most 
difficult to manage. 

Many of them had come directly from the 
battlefields. Some of them had been fighting since 
the previous year, and now that the wars had 
ceased, came to our school to seek a new career 
instead of going back home. Among them was 
a certain young warrior from the Tosa clan who 
wore a pair of swords in red lacquered sheaths. 
Even though he did not carry a gun, he was a 
typical soldier with all the fiery spirit of the old 
military, ready to draw at the least provocation. 
This fellow was once seen wearing a woman’s 
pink garment. When I asked him where he got 
it, he declared proudly that he had taken it as 
booty in the battle of Aizu. I was puzzled at first 
how to deal with him. 

In my simple list of regulations drawn up soon 
after we moved to Shinsenza, I ordered that there 
was to be no borrowing or lending of money 
among the students; the hours of retiring and 
rising were to be fixed; all the eating of meals 
was to be done at regular times in the refectory. 
Then all writing and marks, not only on the walls 
and paper doors, but on the desks and lamp shades, 
were to be strictly prohibited. Such were the 
simple rules, but I had to see them enforced after 
they were issued. 

Whenever I found scribbling on a paper-lined 
door, I would cut out that portion of the paper 
with a knife and order the boys of that room to 
repaste the hole with new paper. When I found 
scribbling on the shade of an oil lamp, I summoned 
the owner of the lamp. Sometimes a student would 
protest: “I didn’t do it; somebody made those 
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marks on my lamp.” But I would say, “That is 
no excuse. You are a fool to let others tamper 
with your own lamp. For the penalty of playing 
the fool you must repair the lamp, for I am going 
to break the shades of any lamps found with 
scribbling on them in this dormitory.” 

I never hesitated in enforcing the least detail 
of the rules. Once I found that one of the students 
— do not remember who — had a pillow, on the 
wooden base of which there were some indecent 
phrases scribbled. 

“You know very well,” I said to him, “that 
even on private belongings no scribbling is allowed. 
I suppose you won’t deny this. I could shave off 
the surface of your pillow, but I won’t do that. I 
intend to break the whole thing up. You will 
have to get a new one.” 

I smashed the pillow on the floor and stood 
there stem and defiant as if ready to meet any 
attack he would make. But the student did not 
move. I am rather unusually large in stature, but 
I know nothing of jujitsu — in fact, I am one who 
never has struck a person in all my life. On this 
occasion I put up a show of ferocity, a piece of 
bluffing based on my size, and the fellow was 
utterly cowed. 

Mter this, all the other hard-boiled young 
men, fresh from the battlefield, grew less rampa- 
geous, and the dormitory became more orderly. 
Gradually, the really studious ones began to take 
a lead in the school. They worked hard and 
helped to improve our general atmosphere. And 
we stayed in the Shinsenza site until the fourth 
year of Meiji (1871.) 

Already the wars had ceased and the country 
was turning toward peace and progress, but the 
new government was yet busy organizing itself. 



228 Fukuzawcfs Autobiography 

and for five or six years education was left alone. 
And so ours was the only center in the country 
where Western learning was being taught. Indeed, 
I think it was tintil after the completion of haihan- 
chiken (the abolition of the clan system and the 
organization of the prefectural government) that 
Keio-gijuku remained the only school specializing 
in European studies. After that, the department 
of education was established and the government 
began to give more attention to the general edu- 
cation. Our own school went on in the same way, 
the number of students being always between two 
and three hundred. 

The chief subject of instruction in my school 
was English, and the Chinese, which was the basis 
of all previous education in Japan, was left in the 
second place. So it happened that there were 
many students who could not read Chinese at all 
though they were reading English with ease. 
Things were reversed in my school. While else- 
where the boys had to know Chinese before taking 
up English, we were teaching English first and 
Chinese later. 

There was Hatano Shogoro, for instance, who 
at first had difficulty in reading even his letters 
from home. But he was especially gifted and had 
a spirit keen for literature. He went on and 
quickly mastered the Chinese classics, and became, 
as everyone knows today, an accomplished scholar. 

The final purpose of all my work was to create 
in Japan a civilized nation, as well equipped in both 
the arts of war and peace as those of the Western 
world. I acted as if I had become the sole func- 
tioning agent for the introduction of Western cul- 
ture. It was natural then that I should be disliked 
by the older type of Japanese, and suspected of 
working for the benefit of foreigners. 




Above: Fukuzawa’s calligraphy: ‘‘Independence and 
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In my interpretation of education, I try to be 
guided by the laws of nature in man and the 
universe, and I try to co-ordinate all the physical 
actions of human beings by the very simple laws 
of “number and reason.” In spiritual or moral 
training, I regard the human being as the most 
sacred and responsible of all orders, imable there- 
fore, in reason, to do anything base. So in self- 
respect, a man cannot change his sense of human- 
ity, his justice, his loyalty or anything belonging 
to his manhood even when driven by circumstances 
to do so. In short, my creed is that a man should 
find his faith in independence and self-respect. 

From my own observations in both the Oc- 
cidental and Oriental civilizations, I find that each 
has certain strong points and weak points bound 
up in its moral teaching and scientific theory. But 
when I examine which excels the other as to 
wealth, armament and general well-being, I have 
to put the Orient below the Occident. Granting 
that a nation’s destiny depends upon the education 
of its people, there must be some fundamental 
difference in the education of the Western and 
Eastern peoples. 

In the education of the East, so often saturated 
with Confucian teaching, I find two points lacking; 
that is to say, the lack of studies in “number and 
reason” in material culture, and the lack of the 
idea of independence in the spiritual culture. But 
in the West I think I see why their statesmen are 
successful in managing thdr national affairs, and 
the businessmen in theirs, and the people generally 
ardent in their patriotism and keen in their family 
circles. 

I regret that in our country I have to acknow- 
ledge that people are not formed in these two 
principles, though I believe no one can escape the 
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laws of “number and reason,” nor can anyone 
depend on anything but the doctrine of indepen- 
dence as long as nations are to exist and mankind 
is to thrive. Japan could not assert herself among 
the great nations of the world without full recog- 
nition and practice of these two principles. And 
so I reasoned that Chinese philosophy as the root 
of education was responsible for our obvious short- 
comings. 

With this as the fundamental theory of educa- 
tion, I began instructing young men in the fields 
of “number and reason.” And though lacking 
both funds and equipment, I did what I could in 
teaching the rudiments of sciences. On the other 
hand I always took the opportunity in public 
speech, in my writing, and in casual conversations, 
to advocate my doctrine of independence. Also I 
tried in many ways to demonstrate the theory in 
my actual life. During my endeavor I came to 
believe less than ever before in the old Chinese 
teachings. 

So today, when many of the former students 
of Keio-gijuku have gone out into the world of 
men, if I hear that they are practising the sciences 
of “number and reason” whatever business they 
may follow, if I hear that they are upright in 
character, sharing in the principle of independence 
— ^that is the chief pleasure I find in enlivening 
my old age. 

It is not only that I hold little regard for the 
Chinese teachings, but I have even been endeavor- 
ing to drive its degenerate influences from my 
country. It is not unusual for scholars in Western 
learning and for interpreters of languages to make 
this denouncement. But too often they lack the 
knowledge of Chinese which would make their 
attacks truly effective. But I know a good deal of 
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Chinese, for I have given real effort to the study 
of it under a strict teacher. And I am familiar 
with most of the references made from histories, 
ethics, and poetry. Even the peculiarly subtle 
philosophy of Lao Tzu and Chuang Tzu, I have 
studied after hearing my teacher lecture on them. 
All of this experience I owe to the great scholar 
of Nakatsu, Sliiraishi. So, while I frequently pre- 
tend that I do not know much, I often take ad- 
vantage of the more delicate points for attack both 
in my writings and speeches. I realize I am a 
pretty disagreeable opponent of the Chinese scholars 
— “a worm in the lion’s body.” 

The true reason of my opposing the Chinese 
cultmre with such a vigor is my belief that as long 
as the old retrogressive doctrine of the Chinese 
school remains at all in our young men’s minds, 
oiu: country can never enter the rank of civilized 
nations of the world. In my determination to save 
our coming generation from this detrimental influ- 
ence, I was prepared even to face, single-handed, 
the Chinese scholars of the country as a whole. 

Gradually the new education was showing its 
results among the younger generation ; yet men of 
middle age or past, who held responsible positions, 
were for the most part uninformed as to the true 
spirit of the Western culture, and so whenever 
they had to make decisions, they turned invariably 
to their Chinese sources for guidance. And so 
again and again I had to rise up and denounce the 
all-important Chinese influence before this weighty 
opposition. It was not altogether a very safe road 
for my reckless spirit to follow. 

The years around the Restoration period were 
most active ones in my writing and translation. 
But as I have already written very minutely of 
these in the preface to my collected works (Fuku- 
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zawa Zenshu,) I need not now repeat AH of my 
books were done entirely on my own initiative, 
without any orders or consultation with others. I 
did not show the manuscripts to any of my friends, 
to say nothing of asking prominent scholars for 
prefaces and inscriptions. They might be devoid 
of grace and form — I perhaps should have sought 
an old scholar for a graceful forward— but I pre- 
ferred, then, to have my books stand on their own 
worth. Naturally, they remained unapproved by 
the men of the old school, whether true or false. 
Still all my books proved very successful with the 
great tide of new culture sweeping the whole 
country. 

In the fourth year of Meiji (1871) Keio-gijuku 
was moved from Shinsenza to Mita, the present 
site of the school. This is an important event in 
our history and merits some special record. 

In May of the previous year, I had suffered a 
severe attack of fever, and this probably made me 
sensitive to natural surroundings. I began to notice 
the air in Shinsenza, as it was a very low and 
damp location. So I decided to move my residence, 
and was about to buy a house in ligura when the 
members of the school began to suggest that if 
Fukuzawa were to move away, why, the school 
should go with him. We then discovered that 
there were many unoccupied estates of feudal clans 
in the city which would be suitable for a school 
site as well as for my residence. So every day 
some member of the school walked around looking 
for a vacant estate that would be suitable for our 
use. 

After a long search, they decided that the 
property of the Shimabara clan in Mita of the 
Shiba ward was most suitable. It was on a hill 
overlooking the great bay of Tokyo, with good air 
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and a fibne view. We were unanimous in the selec- 
tion of this estate, but of course the property still 
belonged to the Shimabara clan. To get the prop- 
erty, the only way was to request the prefectural 
government to confiscate it from the clan, and 
then to lease it to us in tmn. 

We accordingly sought the governor and asked 
several officials of our acquaintance for their aid 
in our plan. One day I called on Prince Iwakura 
though it was very unconventional to ask a noble- 
man for an impromptu interview. Yet he saw me 
and I was able to tell him about the condition of 
the school, and I confided in him my hope of 
leasing the estate of the Shimabara clan. ilWnce 
Iwakura gladly acceded to my request. While 
things were thus going along well, fortuitously, the 
prefectural government of Tokyo had a problem 
which they were obliged to ask me to solve. 

The dty of Tokyo was stiU using a system of 
military patrol, and soldiers of various clans ap- 
peared in the streets, carrying guns on their shoul- 
ders as they marched along. The practice was 
very unsightly — ^it made Tokyo seem to be con- 
tinually in a battle area. The government was 
planning to adopt a Western police system, but 
being unable to secure exact information on its 
organization, one of the officials called on me one 
day to ask me privately to make a study. His 
attitude seemed to indicate that some favor in re- 
turn would be granted me for my investigation. 

T saw the opportunity, and said, “I will be 
very glad to comply with your request. I shall 
set about it with all haste, but there is also some- 
thing I should like to request the government. I 
have already told the governor privately that I wish 
to lease the Shimabara estate m Mita. Will you 
remember this when I complete the investigation? ” 
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Thus I put into action a little scheme for the 
despatch of our property. The official understood. 

I collected several English books on civic gov- 
ernment and translated the portions dealing with 
police systems, making a book out of it which I 
presented to the prefectural office. Soon the 
Tokyo authorities set about creating their new 
police organization, basing it on my translation 
though with due changes for the existing conditions 
of the Japanese city. The old patrol of soldiers 
disappeared, and a modem police, known as junra, 
came into force. This was later renamed junsa, 
and the new system fitted quite adequately the 
conditions of the city in peace time. Thus the 
city came to owe me some obligation. 

Otir request in favor of the estate was soon 
acted upon. The clan was ordered to offer up the 
property, and I in turn received an order to take 
over the use of the land. Over ten thousand tsvbo 
(about eight acres) of the ground was leased to us 
free, but for the palace of the daimyo and several 
long tenements of the clan officials, I had to pay at 
the rate of one yen a tsubo (six feet square,) or in 
all about six hundred yen. It was in the spring of 
the fourth year of Meiji that we moved our school 
to the new location. 

We used the former palace for class rooms, 
and the former ladies’ apartments for a dormitory. 
The ground was so extensive and we felt so free 
that there was nothing we could say against our 
new home. Later on, when we needed still more 
room, I took at a low cost the unoccupied tenement 
buildings of several clans in the neighborhood, and 
turned them into an annex for the dormitory. 
Thus our school became very suddenly a huge in- 
stitution, and students increased likewise. This 
removal and reordering marked a new phase in 
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our history. An incident regarding these enlarged 
quarters comes to mind. 

The ground had suddenly become thirty times 
larger, and the grandeur of the palace was truly 
incomparable with our old school house. In the 
hallways of the class rooms — that is, the old palace 
— used to walk continually on my tours of in- 
spection. Especially on Sundays, which was our 
day for general house-cleaning, I would look into 
every nook and comer of the dormitory. Naturally 
I would meet students a countless number of times 
as I came and went. Every time I met them, 
they paused and bowed low to the floor. This 
became a nuisance after a while, for each time 
they bowed — and new students were particularly 
active — had to return the salute. I asked the 
members of the staff one day whether or not they 
were also annoyed by this bowing. They unani- 
mously agreed that it was a nuisance, and the 
only one since moving from our old quarters. 

“Very well,” I said. “I will put up an an- 
nouncement to stop it.” So the following bulletin 
was posted on the wall : 

“Politeness is encouraged in this school. Roughness 
and disregard of others, towards older persons or among 
fellow-students, are prohibited. It is, however, a useless 
practice for students .to bow to teachers and their seniors 
in the hallways or other busy places in the school pre- 
cincts. It will be sufficient to nod. It is not in accord 
with the morals of the scholar to waste time in useless 
etiquette. This announcement is made for the benefit 
of every member of the school.” 

This may sound as if we were encouraging 
unmannerliness among the young men. But it was 
not so by any means. The Japanese iieople had 
lived under oppressive social restrictions for cen- 
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tunes and had acquired the habit of passive ob- 
edience. In directing these people into a more 
active life, the injunction against bowing was one 
step. I am sure the effect was noticeable. 

The custom still holds in Keio-gijuku. We are 
very strict in keeping to our regulations, and not 
hesitant in punishing students for the least breach 
in their behavior. We would not be dismayed if 
some of them, or even all of them, complained 
and left us. Thus we have perfect control over 
the body of youths, but we never require a proof 
of it by the salute and ceremony of the old bow. 
Yet I do not think our boys are particularly ill- 
mannered. Indeed, I believe they have become 
rather more dependable and more manly from the 
abolition of such meaningless etiquette. 

As I have described, the land in Mita had 
been loaned to me. There was no rent or tax to 
be paid on it. It was as if the ground was my 
own property. But as long as it was loaned land, 
we were in danger of being ordered to vacate it 
at any moment. Also I could see that there were 
many other landholders in Tokyo who were in the 
same predicament as myself. So I was constantly 
looking forward to having the property made our 
own, or in short, purchasing it. 

There was a certain council, called Sain, in the 
government of that time. As I knew a member 
of this coimcil, I remarked to him about the im- 
practical nature of this loanmg of the land. My 
argument was that as long as the government 
allowed private use of the land, it should legally 
be made private property so that each holder could 
plan for its permanent disposal. I urged him to 
make this suggestion to the council. I also argued 
the same cause with any member of the govern- 
ment I met. 




The oil painting by Wada Eisaku of “ The Lecturing Fuku- 
zawa Sensei,” hung in the Great Hail at Mita. 
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Whether my advocacy took effect or not, one 
day in the latter part of the fourth year of Meiji, 
I heard a rumor that the government was planning 
to make sales of its loaned lands to the persons 
then holding them, or to those having some con- 
nection with the former feudal owners. I was 
overjoyed, and knowing that a certain official, 
Fukuda by name, was in charge of all matters of 
property, I visited him in his own home and pur- 
suaded him to let me know as soon as the new 
proclamation was made. After a few days Mr. 
Fukuda sent me a message saying that the pro- 
clamation of the sale of land was to be made that 
very day. 

Without losing a minute I got the money to- 
gether, and the very next morning sent a man to 
the prefectural offices to close the deal for the 
property. The official was surprised, saying that 
the announcement had just been made the day be- 
fore and that no one else had applied. There was 
not even a record book prepared as yet. 

But we insisted on paying the money then and 
there even if we had to wait for the formal closing 
of the deal. So that very day the property became 
ours unofficially, and very soon afterwards we re- 
ceived the formal transaction. Thus Mita became 
the permanent location of Keio-gijuku. In addition 
to the main part of the estate, I obtained a little 
more ground facing the street, the whole extent 
amounting to over thirteen thousand Uttbo. The 
rate of purchase was fifteen yen for a thousand 
tstibo of the main estate, and a little higher for 
the ground facing the street. The entire cost of 
the thirteen thousand tsubo, or about eleven acres 
of land, was therefore a little over five hundred 
yen, which means that we obtained the property 
practically free of charge. 



238 Fukuzawds Autobiography 

I had come to like the place more and more 
as I lived there, and everybody in the school 
agreed with me that we had the most desirable 
situation in the city of Tokyo. That made me all 
the more anxious to secure the property. And I 
had a kind of premonition that something untoward 
might hap^n if I did not act immediately. I was 
right in this, for when the government’s announce- 
ment to sell the former feudal estates became 
generally known, a member of the Shimabara clan 
came to me and requested that I return the estate 
to the ex-lord of Shimabara. The property, he 
said, was very much involved in the lord’s family 
history. 

I replied that I knew nothing about it; I did 
not even know who the former owner was ; I had 
simply purchased the property which the govern- 
ment had announced for general sale. If they had 
^y complaint to make about it, they should present 
it to the government offices. This representative 
of Shimabara was very tenacious and came to me 
many times. Finally he suggested that I divide 
the estate with the esrdaimyo, half and half. And 
still I refused. I insisted that it was not a matter 
to be talked over between us, but that he should 
go to the prefectural offices. At length he gave 
up, and all question of the property was dropped. 

I consider myself very fortunate that the 
ground remained in my possession. Its large ex- 
tent — no less than thirteen thousand tsubo — its high 
location, level site, the ma^ficent view of the 
sea, and the fine air makes it without rival in the 
whole city of Tokyo. The site is Keio-gijuku’s 
one premier asset. Were we to offer it for sale 
now, we would find that the value had leaped a 
hundredfold, or even a thousandfold, from the 
original five hundred yen. Some greedy members 
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of the school eire eagerly waiting for the time 
when they can so easily make money on it ! 

Though we had no endowment, we were able 
to manage the teachers’ income by distributing the 
monthly tuition. All the teachers were former 
students of the school and they gladly accepted 
whatever was forthcoming in salary. I myself 
took not a cent of income, but rather gave what 
I could for the needs of the school. The teachers 
had the same attitude. Though they could have 
earned large salaries elsewhere, they remained in 
Keio to work for the upbuilding of the school. It 
was as if they too donated their private income. So 
this school without foundation continued to thrive. 

In reality, at the end of every month there 
was a merry dispute among these men over the 
proper division of the fees. 

“ No, I shouldn’t take this much,” one would say. 

“But your share is too small,” another would 
exclaim. 

“No, I don’t need this much. Yours is too 
small.” 

“ No, mine is too much ! ” 

“No, it isn’t!” 

Their voices would rise as the quarrel waxed 
stronger. I would be watching from the side, and 
would break in : “Now, there you are again. There 
isn’t enough here to fight over. Don’t be too 
microscopic in dividing it.” 

It seems to me that the success of Keio-gijuku 
was due largely to the services of those teachers 
who worked for it as if the school were their 
separate concern. The founding of a school could 
never have been one man’s work. So all human 
affairs proceed best, I think, when they are not 
meddled with by outsiders but entrusted entirely 
to the discretion of those concerned. 
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Since times have changed, we have collected a 
maintenance fund; also another fund for the es- 
tablishment of college departments; and recently 
we have started a newer drive for more income. 
But nowadays I take no part in these, and leave 
further activities to the younger men. 




THE RISK OF ASSASSINATION 


I THINK I have made it clear that I never 
intended to make enemies. But in the age 
when anti-foreign sentiment was running high, 
it was unavoidable that in my position as an ad- 
vocate of open intercourse and the free adoption 
of Western culture, I should make some adversaries. 

It is not much to have enemies who attack by 
means of words and epithets. But to have enemies 
who would resort to violent means is a different 
matter. Nothing can be worse, more unsettling, 
more generally fearful, than this shadow of assas- 
sination. No one without the actual experience 
can really imagine it. It is something indescribable 
by word or by any artifice of the writing-brush. 
\^en there is some physical ailment or some 
definite soreness in the body, one can describe it 
to his wife or friend, but in regard to assassina- 
tion, one cannot ask for sympathy even from those 
nearest him, for, when told, they would worry 
about it even more than the one in inunediate 
danger, and their anxiety would not relieve the 
situation in any way. So I did not tell my wife or 
any one of my intimate friends of the suspense I 
was in. I was not guilty of any crime, and it was 
no shame to be singled out by the ruffians, but 
feeUng that there was no use in conunxinicating 
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an unpleasant possibility, I bore the anxiety by 
myself. 

Many a fearful moment have I come through, 
often frightened by the lonely “ sound of the wind ” 
or the sudden “cry of the crane.” It was some- 
what like the present scare in the epidemic of 
hydrophobia, when people are frightened by all 
good dogs because there are some mad dogs run- 
ning loose. I suspected nearly every man on the 
street. I recall many things related to this fear. 

The house which used to be my residence in 
the early years of Meiji still stands on the right 
hand side of the gateway to our grounds. When 
I was having it built, I ordered the carpenter to 
make the floor a little higher than usual, and to 
lay a trap door in one of the closets. This was 
to be my secret means of escape in case I should 
be suddenly visited by the ruffians. I think t he 
trap door is there yet, and so far as I know, no 
one knows of it, for I did not tell the carpenters 
what it was for and I did not explain such an 
unpleasant contraption to my family. It was such 
an unnecessary worry as I had to bear alone. 

To recount the history of assassination since 
the beginning of our foreign intercourse, in the 
begiiming people simply hated the foreigners be- 
cause all foreigners were “impure” men who 
should not be permitted to tread the sacred soil of 
Japan. Among these haters of foreigners, the 
samtirai were the most daring, and, having their 
two swords conveniently at their sides, some of 
the younger and less restrained of these would 
spring on the “ red-haired outlanders ” in the dark. 
Still there was no reason for them to turn on the 
subjects of Japan, and so the students of foreign 
culture were yet safe from attack. While studying 
in Osaka, and even after coming to Yedo to teach. 
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I had no feeling of danger for several years. For 
instance, when I heard of an attack on a Russian 
in Yokohama soon after the opening of the port, 
I was merely surprised by the cruel incident, but 
I felt no personal concern about it. 

Very quickly, however, the hatred of foreigners 
went through a tremendous development. It be- 
came more systematized, the objectives came to 
include many more persons, and the methods of 
slaughter became more refined. Moreover, political 
design was added to it, and since the assassination 
of Chancellor li in 1860, the world seemed to be- 
come tense with bloody premonitions in the air. 

Tezuka Ritsuzo and Tojo Reizo were attacked 
by the Choshu clansmen for the simple reason 
that they were scholars of foreign affairs. Hanawa 
Jiro, a scholar of national literature, had his head 
cut off by an unknown man because of his sym- 
pathy for foreign cultmre. And the stores dealing 
in foreign goods were attacked for no other reason 
than that they sold foreign commodities which 
“caused loss” to the country. 

Here then was the beginning of the national 
movement; “Honor the Emperor and Expel the 
Foreigners.” It was claimed that the Shogun was 
not prompt enough in carrying out the orders of 
the Imperial court which had decreed the expulsion 
of all foreigners without any exception. From 
this, it was argued that the Shogun was disobedi- 
ent, was breaking the great doctrine of the land 
as to the supremacy of the Emperor, and more- 
over was catering to foreign aggressiveness. Fol- 
lowing this train of argument, it was but a step 
to calling all scholars of foreign culture traitors. 
And now we had to be careful. Especially when 
I heard of the attack on my friends and colleagues, 
Tojo and Tezuka, I knew that the hands of the 
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assassins were not far from my door. Actually I 
was to go through some very narrow escapes. 

The period from the Bunkyu era to the sixth 
or seventh year of Meiji — about twelve or thirteen 
years — was for me the most dangerous. I never 
ventured out of my house in the evenings during 
that period. When obliged to travel, I went under 
an assumed name, not daring to put my real name 
even on my baggage. I seemed continually like a 
man eloping under cover or a thief escaping 
detection. 

One day I met a couple of pilgrims on their 
round of temples. On their hats their names and 
the village, county, and province whence they 
came were clearly written. I sighed with envy. 
** If I could only be as free as that ! ” I thought 
of my own situation and the present state of 
affairs in society. Growing sentimental, I spoke to 
the pilgrims, gave them some money, and talked 
to them for a while, asking them whether they 
were man and wife, whether they had children at 
home, or parents, and many other things. The 
incident lingers vividly in my memory. 

Here is an anecdote of a trip which I made to 
Nakatsu in the first year of Ganji (1864.) I was 
leaving my native town with Obata Tokujiro and 
a group of seven or eight yoxmg men of the clan 
whom I was bringing to Yedo to study in my 
school. The weather became uncertain as we set 
sail from Nakatsu, and the ship began to make 
irregular stops for shelter. Really there was no 
telling where the ship might take us. One day to 
my consternation the boat made for the port of 
Murotsu in Choshu which was the center of the 
anti-foreign movement. I was traveling under the 
name of Miwa Mitsugoro, the actual name of one 
of the students I was taking to Yedo. This young 
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man, by the way, is now with the brewery com- 
pany in Meguro. Under that name I ventured out 
to a barber shop. 

While shaving me the barber began to talk 
politics. “Let’s smash the Shogun’s government! 

Drive out all the red-haired outlanders — ! ” 

Then he began to sing a popular song. I don’t 
remember the words exactly, but it was something 
to the effect of “ Nagato of Choshu soon may be 
the Yedo of all Japan.” Out in the street soldiers 
with guns on their shoulders, in various costumes, 
were pacing about. I knew that the moment my 
identity was revealed, I would be the target of 
those guns. That was not a comfortable thought, 
but I kept my composure, praying secretly for a 
good wind so that we might be sailing out of the 
harbor very soon. It was like being a cripple sur- 
rounded by a pack of wolves. 

Finally we reached Osaka. We landed from 
the wayward boat and took to the road. In the 
pass through the Hakone mountains we stopped at 
an inn, called Hafuya, near the pass. I found that 
there was a man staying there by the name of 
Toda who had come from the direction of Yedo. 
He was the commissioner of imperial graves with 
an office in Kyoto. There was no question of his 
being an ardent anti-foreign sympathizer, and he 
seemed to have many followers with him. I did 
not sleep much that night, and made an early 
start on my journey before daybreak — without 
much commotion. 

During this journey I passed by the residence 
of Nakamura Ritsuen, and did not enter to make 
a caU on him. I still feel a sense of regret for 
this because, as I have previously stated, he had 
an uncommon relation with my family. Sometime 
before this, on my first coming to Yedo, I had 
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stopped to visit him on my journey. The old 
smsei was very pleased and told me many memo- 
ries of the past. 

“When your father died,” he said, “I went 
directly to Osaka to look after your mother and 
her children. And when you were ready to take 
the boat for Nakatsu, I carried you in my arms to 
the vessel which was tied at the mouth of the 
river Aji, and said good-by to you all there. I 
hardly expect you to remember that, for you were 
then only three years old.” 

It made me feel as if I had met my own 
father. He wished me to stay in his house over- 
night, and I did so. Such having been the relation 
between us, I should have paid him another visit, 
of course. But I had heard recently that he was 
occupied in the study of Sun Tzu (a Chinese au- 
thority on military tactics,) and he had even orna- 
mented the entrance to his house with ancient 
armors. There was no question of his being an 
anti-foreign advocate. Personally I should have 
liked to visit him, but that was impossible now. 
Certainly Ritsuen Sensei would never think of 
harming me, but he had many yormg pupils of 
fiery spirit. I could never have returned safely 
once I had entered his threshold. So, unwillingly, 
I let myself pass his house without turning in. 
After that I never had another chance to see him ; 
he is now dead. To this day I cannot help feeling 
sorry about going past that house and not entering. 

So far I have been recalling experiences which 
happened before the Restoration. In that era there 
was really no instance of pressing danger to me, 
and my anxiety was more or less due to my own 
nervousness. But after the Restoration I ran into 
some highly provoking situations. 

In the third year of Meiji (1870) I went again 
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to Nakatsu to bring my old mother and my young 
niece to Yedo. At the time I was entirely ignorant 
of any attempt made upon my life, but I have 
since learned of what was a very close call for 
me. I felt no particular fear in Nakatsu, and it 
seems strange now to realize what I had come 
through. 

Back in Nakatsu was a second cousin of mine, 
Masuda Botaro, a rather unusual sort of person, 
who later came to be known as one of the insur- 
gents in the insurrection around Saigo. He died 
in the battle of Shiroyama. I had known him ever 
since childhood, our homes being close together, 
and we used to visit each other frequently when I 
had lived in Nakatsu long before. He was thirteen 
or fourteen years younger than I, and knowing 
him since childhood, I still felt that he must be a 
child. But he was indeed no longer one. 

Sotaro’s mother was the sister of a Shinto 
priest, and this priest had a son— that is, Sotaro’s 
cousin — who was a well-known scholar of the school 
of Mito. Sotaro had studied with this scholar and 
had become a confirmed convert to the doctrine of 
that philosophy. Moreover, the family was a house 
of distinguished lineage, one to have been proud of 
as a representative of feudal society. I remember 
his father, as he was my mother’s cousin — a very 
fine samurai. Brought up by this strict father and 
educated by the scholar of the Mito school, Sotaro 
was naturally a pronounced advocate of “Honor 
the Emperor and Ex^l the Foreigners.” 

During my stay in Nakatsu I never suspected 
anything of so young and so affable a neighbor 
who visited me again, after many years, with a 
smiling countenance. But all the while this smiling 
countenance was calmly looking over the situation 
with a view to putting me beyond any more 
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argument. His purpose in calling was nothing less 
than to learn more about our way of living. 

One evening— perhaps he felt his scheme was 
now ripe— Sotaro came and hid himself in our 
yard. In a coimtry town like Nakatsu, people 
never think of erecting strong walls around their 
houses or of locking the doors against thieves. I 
happened to be entertaining a guest that evening. 
It was my senior friend, Hattori Gorobei, and a 
very hearty sort of man he is. He and I were 
sitting together in the living room, drinking and 
talking. We went on and the hour grew late. AU 
the while, outside in the dark, Sotaro was waiting, 
watching our every move. At midnight we were 
still talking and drinking ; an hour later we still 
showed no indication of breaking up. Finally 
Sotaro was worn out and gave up his cherished 
plan. This seems to be an instance where the 
merit, or perhaps the coincidence, of my habit of 
drinking really saved my life. 

When all was ready for our removal, the 
house closed, and our belongings packed, we were 
to go by boat to Kobe— the vessel being a rice 
transport. From there I had planned to continue 
to Tokyo by a foreign steamer. As we were about 
to set out for the boat, we learned that it was 
tied at Unoshima, about one ri to the west, be- 
cause the bay of Nakatsu was too shallow for it. 
So we decided to go to Unoshima the night before 
and be there, ready to go on board in the early 
morning. That would permit us to rest more 
leisurely as I was stiU very weak from an iUness 
I had recently suffered ; besides, it would be better 
for the elder companion and the child with us. 
We were blissfully ignorant of anything that was 
about to happen. The unknowing person is as 
calm as Buddha. I found out later that on that 
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night occurred perhaps the narrowest escape of 
my life. 

We were received at an inn at Unoshima and 
took our accommodations for the night. The young 
proprietor of this inn, it seemed, was one of those 
important persons whom people call “patriots.” 
After seeing us lodged in his own house, he sent 
off a secret messenger to some accomplices in 
Nakatsu with the message that tonight would be 
a good chance to finish their plan on Fukuzawa’s 
life. So the patriots — or rather the murderers — 
got together at a place called Kanaya and held a 
conference. They came to a imanimous agreement 
that they should make a raid on Unoshima and 
kill me. Their immediate pretext for the act was 
that Fiikuzawa was now enticing the young lord 
of the Nakatsu clan to make a voyage to America. 
There was not one in the group who protested 
against taking the life of a man who held such an 
idea. 

The crucial moment of my fate was about to 
run by. My party consisted of my old mother, 
the young niece, the wife of a near-relative, Imai- 
zumi, and her little six-year-old son, Hidetaro. So 
there was only myself alone who could have fur- 
nished any resistance to an onslaught. And I was 
still very weak from my recent illness. There 
would have been no escape for me if a group of 
spirited young rascals had rushed into our quarters 
at the inn. 

Then one of those strange things happened — 
should I caU it a merciful act of Heaven? There 
arose a dispute among the “patriots.” This act 
promised to be one of full success with no risk of 
failure, so every one of them wanted to have the 
honor and sure fame. 

“We will go in first in this,” said one group. 
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“No, you won’t,” cried another group, “We 
want to show off our skill tonight.” 

So the argument went on and on into the 
night. The voices grew louder till finally a man 
in the next house was aroused. He was one Naka- 
nishi Yodayu, a much older man. He got up and 
went over to see what the disturbance was about. 
When he found that a crowd of young men were 
fighting over who should be the first to strike a 
fatal blow at some lonely man, he said, “ Whatever 
is your case, to kill a man is not a good thing. 
You should certainly give up all idea of going on 
with this killing.” 

The young ruffians now turned upon the old 
man in a body and began to argue whether they 
should stop or go ahead with their scheme. In 
the full surge of the argument, they did not realize 
that time was passing. Before morning, of course, 
my party had gotten up and gone on shipboard 
without ever knowing an3ffhing of the hectic pro- 
ceedings near by. After a peaceful voyage we 
reached Kobe, 

My mother had not been in Osaka since leaving 
at the time of my father’s death, thirty years be- 
fore. I had long wished that she might enjoy to 
her heart’s content a trip of sight-seeing over the 
old city, and in Kyoto too. But when we arrived 
in Kobe and went to rest in an inn, I found a 
letter from Tokyo awaiting me there. It was from 
Obata Tokujiro with the information : — “ Osaka and 
Kyoto are not safe in these days. I have also 
heard of some other things concerning yourself. I 
wish, therefore, to warn you to take the mail boat 
as soon as possible without making known your 
identity to any one.” 

I was sorry to receive such disheartening news, 
but thinking that I should not worry my old 
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mother, I made up some trivial excuses, and we 
took an early steamer to Tokyo without the much- 
anticipated sight-seeing. 

Quite contrary to the episode at Unoshima is 
another one which seems very ridiculous. A few 
years later — I think it was in the fifth year of 
Meiji — made another journey to Nakatsu to in- 
spect some schools. While there, I advised the 
lord of Nakatsu to remove his residence to Tokyo. 
Of course it was not a light thing for a feudal 
lord to give up the territory of his fief, sentimen- 
tally bound up in his family, and that I well knew. 
But in the changing era when the fief was really 
no more, if he stayed there and tried to live in the 
old way, he would soon reduce himself and his 
dependents to poverty. So I advised him to make 
the drastic decision and go to Tokyo. My lord 
agreed and with such a spontaneous decision that 
it was like the proverbial thunder clap for which 
no one was prepared to shut out the noise. With 
immediate speed we made preparations before any- 
one had time to make protests, and within six or 
^ven days every member of the feudal household, 
including the old retired-lord and the young lady- 
daughter, were taken on board a ship sailing from 
the bay of Nakatsu to Bakan where we were to 
take a steamer. 

We had embarked all right, but the vrind died 
down in the evening, and our little craft was drift- 
ing near IVfizuoki without making any headway. 
The precious situation aroused my thoughts: 
“Now, this is a nice fix. The young ruffians of 
the clan will surely make a raid on the boat if we 
do not move out to a safer distance. And if those 
fellows do come on board, I know who will be the 
object of their attack. I had better do something 
soon while there is a chance.” 
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So I got up and went on land early, long 
before dawn, though it was the summer season of 
short nights, and ran along the coast to Kokura, 
the next port where the boat was to pick me up. 
In this way I thought I had cleverly outwitted the 
attack of the angry clansmen, but truly it turned 
out to be a heroic labor lost, for I heard later that 
during the night all was quiet in Nakatsu; not a 
single warrior raised even a proposal for the attack. 
So it seems that whenever I did make use of my 
ingenuity to forestall an attack, there was no real 
danger. The very real escapes always came when 
I was off guard. Such was the dilemma under 
which I lived. 

Here is an amusing tale of a dramatic encoimter 
though of a much earlier period, coming in the 
third or fourth year of Bunkyu (1863-1864,) long 
before the Restoration. There was a hatamoto 
named Fujisawa Shima-no Kami who lived in Rok- 
kenbori of the Fukagawa ward. He was a general 
in the army of that time and a great enthusiast 
for foreign adoptions. One day he held a party 
at his residence and invited several of the noted 
scholars of foreign culture, including Kode Harima- 
no Kami and Narishima Ryuhoku and other doctors 
of Dutch medicine. I was also there among the 
seven or eight guests. 

This was in the dangerous period when I did 
not venture out at all in the evenings. And I was 
taking particular care to keep my swords well 
polished. The party was very pleasant, and we 
kept on talking in spite of ourselves until it was 
nearly twelve at night. Then suddenly all the 
guests began to wonder about going home. Not 
that we had any guilty consciences, but in those 
days the scholars of foreign culture were all out 
of favor with society at large. 
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The Risk of Assassination 

Our host came to the emergency and hired a 
covered boat for us on the neighboring river. In 
this unsuspected craft we were to be carried to 
various parts of the city along the rivers and 
canals. Those who lived near by got off first, and 
one by one as the boat came to the vicinity of a 
home, someone landed. Finally, an old doctor 
named Tozuka and myself were landed at Shin- 
bashi. Tozuka went in the direction of Azabu, 
and I was to walk to my place in Shinsenza. 

It was a walk of a little less than a mile. The 
hour had already turned an hour past midnight — z 
cold and clear winter night with the moon shining 
brightly overhead. Its silent, white beams made 
me feel unusually chilly for no good reason. I 
walked along the broad, vacant street — no one in 
sight, absolutely stiU. Yet I remembered that 
strolling ruffians had been appealing every night, 
cutting down unfortunate victims at dark corners. 
I tucked up the wide ends of my hakama (divided 
skirts) in order to be ready to run at any signal 
and kept up a very fast pace. 

As I was passing Gensuke-cho, or thereabouts, 
I saw a man coming towards me. He looked gi- 
gantic in the moonlight though now I would not 
swear to his stature at all. On came the giant, 
and of course I thought he was my fatal enemy. 
Nowadays there are policemen to depend upon, or 
we can run into someone’s house for protection, 
but at that time no such help was to be expected. 
People would only bar their doors more heavily 
and would never think of coming out to assist a 
stranger calling for help. 

“ Now, here is a pretty pass,” I thought. “ I 
cannot run back, for the rascal would only take 
advantage of my weakness and chase me more 
surely. Perhaps I had better go ahead. And if I 
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go qTipyirl, I must pretend not to be afraid. I must 
even threaten him.” 

I moved out diagonally to the middle of the 
street from the left side where I had been walking. 
Then the other fellow moved out too. This gave 
me a shock, but now there was no retreating an 
inch. If he were to draw, I must draw too. As 
I had practised the art of iai, I knew how to 
handle my swords. 

“How shall I kill him? Well, I will give a 
thrust from below.” 

I was perfectly determined that I was going to 
fight and felt ready if he showed the slightest 
challenge. He drew nearer. 

I really hated the idea of injuring a man — 
could not stand seeing a man hurt, much less 
doing the injury myself. But now there seemed 
no alternative. If the stranger were to show any 
offense, I must kill him, for I could not exchange 
my life for his. At that time there was no such 
thing as a police system or criminal court. If I 
were to kill an unknown man, I would simply run 
home, and that would be the end of it. We were 
about to meet. 

Every step brought us nearer, and finally we 
were at a striking distance. He did not draw. Of 
course I did not draw either. So we passed each 
other. With this as a cue, I ran. I do not remem- 
ber how fast I ran. After running a little distance 
I turned to look back as I flew. The other man 
was running too, in his direction. I drew a breath 
of relief and saw the funny side of the whole in- 
ddent. A coward had met a coward as in a farce. 
Neither had the least idea of killing the other, but 
had put up a show of boldness in fear of the 
other. And both ran at the same moment. To be 
Idlled in such a juncture would really have been a 
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“dog’s death.” He must have been frightened; 
certainly I was. 

I wonder where this man is today. Though 
the incident occurred thirty odd years ago, he 
might easily be living still. He looked quite young. 
I should like to meet him and talk over that night 
when two frightened cavaliers came so boldly up 
to each other on the moonlit road in the first hour 
of morning. 



CHAPTER Xni 


FURTHER STEPS TOWARDS A LIBERAL AGE 

A S I have said before, I felt my life in ^eat- 
est danger during the twelve or thirteen 
years around the period of the Restoration. 
But the way of society is always amusing. When 
the new government had become fuUy established 
and certain officials assumed particular power, the 
attention of the people began to concentrate on 
these men. Every grievance, whether public or 
private, was charged to their responsibility. Fur- 
thermore, by reason of jealousy and private envy, 
these few men in high offices were made the sole 
object of attack. We, scholars of foreign affairs, 
on the other hand, began to feel relieved. 

Beginning with the attack on Prince Iwakura, 
all the xmtoward incidents had origin in the political 
difficxilties of the time, and after the assassination 
of the Minister of the Interior, Okubo, in the 
eleventh year of Meiji (1878,) we scholars were 
entirely forgotten. We could extend our sympathy 
to these gentlemen in office, but were rather grate- 
ful for our own safety at last, for the public could 
find nothing to envy in our present posts. 

In the last chapter I said that I was determined 
to kill a man at (jensuke-cho, and I said I knew 
how to do it. Perhaps that gave the impression 
that I was a warrior and a lover of swords and 
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the old military arts. But the truth is quite the 
opposite. My one cherished hope was to see the 
abolishment of the swords of the samurai altogether. 
Truly I was wearing a pair of fine swords at that 
time, my long blade being of the swordsmith Kon- 
gobyoe Moritaka and my short one of Bizen Suke- 
sada, both excellent craftsmen. But not long after 
that I sold them both with all the other weapons 
in my household, and went around with a pair of 
improvised swords just for the appearance. 

One day I was visiting my intimate friend, 
Takabatake Goro, at his house in Kongo. While 
talking with him I happened to notice a very long 
sword in the alcove {tokonoma.) I asked him what 
he was doing with that tremendous weapon that 
looked like a practice sword for iai. 

“Well,” he answered, “I got it because fencing 
is becoming so popular these days and everybody 
seems to be taking a new interest in swords. I 
am a scholar of foreign culture, but I don’t intend 
to be left behind everybody else in everything.” 

I looked at him and said, “ So you think you 
are going to scare the ruffians avsray with that long 
weapon ? But don’t be fooled by that. That isn’t 
going to scare anybody. Look at me. I have sold 
all the swords in my possession except these two. 
And this long sword is really a short one mad ^ to 
appear like a long sword; the other is only a 
kitchen knife set m a sheath. It isn’t like you to 
be meddling with that showy contraption while I 
am trying to prove that all such display is useless 
after aH, Give it up. I ask you to. And now for 
a final proof— can you really draw that sword? I 
am sure you cannot” 

“I can’t,” replied he, “It is too long for me.” 

“There you are! What a fool you are to dis- 
play it for the sake of being in vogue! I have 
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none of the craze for swords, but I know how to 
handle them. Let me show you how to draw that 
long sword.” 

I took up the heavy weapon and stepping out 
into the garden, showed my skill in iai by swing- 
ing the blade, which was fully four feet long, from 
its sheath at my girdle. After showing two or 
three different forms of the art, I turned to my 
friend with the full strength of my argument. 

“Now, take in the facts. I, who know some- 
thing about the use of swords, have given up mine, 
and you, who don’t know anything about them, 
want to exhibit them in the tokonoma. Don’t you 
think something is wrong? I do not intend to 
stop with our group of Western scholars, but I 
look forward to the time when all men will give 
up the swords entirely. So you should put away 
this kind of thing right now. If you still have to 
wear a pair for appearance, why, penknives or 
an3d:hing in a sheath will do just as well.” 

At about the same time, while I was in the 
translation bureau of the old government, I heard 
one of the men saying one day : 

“An interesting fan has appeared. We have 
known the iron fan since old times, but how much 
it is improved by the new invention! This new 
thing looks exactly like a fan on the outside, but 
when you open it, a dagger appears.” 

I stepped in to break up his enthusiasm, 

“What is so interesting about a dagger coming 
out of a fan?” I said. “It ought to be the other 
way. It should look like a dagger on the outside 
and when you puU it, a fan ought to appear. If 
you show me such an invention, I will call it good. 
What fool would want to invent such a barbarous 
thing in this modem age ! ” 

When the old government of tiie Shogun fell. 
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I at once renounced my rank as samurai and gave 
up wearing the two swords. Also several of the 
men in my school followed my example. This 
repudiation of the ssnnbol of rank was not an easy 
thing to do. It might seem to anyone today that 
people would be glad to give up the instruments 
of such deadly use, but the ways of the people 
were different then. 

When I first called at the residence of my lord 
Okudaira, which was then in Shiodome, without 
those “tilings on my waist,” the oflBcials were so 
surprised that some of them actually insisted that 
I was disrespectful to his lordship to enter the 
estate thus incompletely dressed. Once some of 
our members, Obata Jinzaburo and others, had an 
imcomfortable experience when they met some 
bullies on the street, and were accosted for not 
carrying swords as the proper emblem of the 
samurai spirit. 

But I had determined upon the abolition of 
these things. I paid no attention to the general 
opinion and I used to make this sarcastic remark; 
“It is only the fool who in this enlightened age 
would carry around the instruments of murder at 
his side. And he who carries the longer sword is 
so much the bigger fool. Therefore the sword of 
the samurai should better be called the ‘measuring 
scale of stupidity.’ ” 

Many of my colleagues shared this idea. One 
of them, Wada Yoshiro, who later became the head 
of the junior department of the school (Yochisha,) 
once carried off a very daring joke on these inter- 
fering ruflSans. Wada was a very gentle, kindly 
person who looked after the little boys in his 
charge as if they were all his own children. And 
the boys came to love him and his wife with the 
regard of sons for their parents. He was genuinely 
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tender-hearted, but he was also a fighter. Having 
been bom in the Wakayama clan, he was expert 
from an early age in all the militai^ arts, had a 
wonderful physique, and was especially skilled in 
the art of jujitsu. 

One evening— I think it was after we moved 
to Mita — he with a few friends had gone for a 
walk without the swords, as usual. While they 
were walking along Matsumoto-cho in Shiba, they 
came face to face with a group of the bullies 
swaggering along — a. considerable number this time, 
spreading themselves out in the road with then- 
long swords sticking out from their sides as if the 
road were too narrow to hold them. 

Thereupon Wada, deliberately striding along 
the middle of the road, began to void urine as he 
came. It was a ticklish situation, whether the 
rufl&ans would move apart to the sides of the road 
or set upon Wada for a fight. But Wada was quite 
prepared for any emergency ; he could have han- 
dled five or more of them in an encounter. His 
boldness must have got the better of them; the 
bullies turned aside and passed by without a single 
word. This may seem a very drastic measure, 
hardly thinkable in these modem times, but it was 
not so unusual in that age of turmoil. It rather 
helped our school in holding its own against the 
numerous enemies who were ready to fall upon 
us. 

It was not only among the samurai and rufll- 
ans but even among the plain farmers that I had 
to come against the old tradition. Once when I 
was taking my children to Kamakura and Enoshima 
for a holiday, we met a farmer coming on horse- 
badk as we were passing along the seashore. As 
soon as he recognized that we were samurai, he 
jumped off the horse. 
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I caught hold of his bridle and said, “ What 
do you mean by this ? ” 

The farmer bowed as if in great fear, and 
began to apologize in his voluble way. 

“ No, no,” I said. “ Don’t be a fool ! This is 
your horse, isn’t it ? ” 

“ Yes, your honor.” 

“Then why not ride on your own horse? 
Now, get back on it and ride on.” 

The poor fellow was afraid to mount before me. 

“Now, get back on your horse,” I repeated. 
“ If you don’t, I will beat you. According to the 
laws of the present government, any person, farmer 
or merchant, can ride freely on horseback without 
regard to whom he may meet on the road. You 
are simply afraid of everybody without knowing 
why. That is what is the matter with you.” 

I forced him with all my might to get back 
on the horse and drove him off. 

This made me reflect what fearful weight the 
old customs had with the people. Here was this 
poor farmer still living in fear of all persons, never 
realizing that the new law of the land had liberated 
him. What could be done with this country of 
ours when there were so many people as ignorant 
as this ! I keenly felt an anxiety that was perhaps 
uncalled for. 

I had another interesting and convincing ex- 
perience in that period. It was in the fourth year 
of Meiji (1871) when I was invited to visit Lord 
Kuki, whom I had known intimately for some time, 
of the clan of Sanda in Settsu. I was very glad 
to accept the invitation, for recovering as I was 
from illness, I had wanted to go to the hot springs 
of Arima which happened to be in that district. 

I first went to Osaka and from there I was to 
travel some forty miles over to Sanda. In Osaka 



262 Fukuzawa's Autobiography 

I always called at my old master's home, for even 
though Ogata Sensei had passed away, I was always 
received by the affectionate old widow. So this 
time again I went to see her, and told her of my 
holiday trip to Sanda, and of my visit to the hot 
springs of Arima. The good lady insisted on lend- 
ing me a litter as she feared to let me walk in my 
weak condition. 

However, once started on the road, I found 
that I was able to walk much more easily than the 
lady had expected. Besides, it was in the beautiful 
season of spring. So I told the litter-bearers to go 
on ahead, and began to walk by myself. After a 
while I began to feel the lack of someone to talk 
with, so I stopped a man who looked like a farmer 
and asked him the way. Probably there was some- 
thing of the samurai colloquial in my speech, and 
without realizing it, I may have sounded command- 
ing. The farmer replied very politely and left me 
with a respectful bow. 

“ Well, this is interesting,” I thought. I looked 
at myself and saw that I was not carrying einything 
but an umbrella; I was very plainly dressed too. 
I thought I would try again, and when another 
wayfarer came up, I stopped him with an awful, 
commanding voice: 

“I say, there! What is the name of that 
hamlet that I see yonder? How many houses 
are there in that location? Whose is the large re- 
sidence with the tiled roof ? Is the owner a farmer 
or merchant ? And what is his name ? ” 

Thus with the imdisguised manner of the sa- 
murai, I interrogated the stranger and put all sorts 
of nonsensical questions. The poor fellow ^vered 
at the roadside and haltingly answered : “ In great 
awe I will endeavor to speak to your honor. . . 

It was so amusing ; I tried again when another 
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passerby came along, this time taking the opposite 
attitude : 

“Moshi, moski,” I began. “But may I ask 
you something one moment, please? . . 

I used the style of an Osaka merchant, and 
began the same nonsensical questions. I knew all 
the dialects of Osaka, having been bom there and 
lived there as a student. Probably the man thought 
I was a merchant on the way to collect money, so 
he eyed me haughtily and walked on his way with- 
out giving me much of an answer. 

So I proceeded, accosting everyone who came 
along. Without giving any allowance for their ap- 
pearance, I spoke alternately, now in samurai fash- 
ion, now merchantlike. In every instance, for about 
five miles on my way, I saw that people would 
respond according to the manner in which they 
were addressed — with awe or with indifference. 

Finally I became disgusted. I would not have 
cared if they were polite or arrogant so long as 
they behaved consistently. But here it showed 
that they were merely following the lead of the 
person speaking to them. It was quite natural 
that the petty officials of the provinces should grow 
domineering. The government had been called op- 
pressive and despotic, but it was not the fault of 
the government. People themselves really invited 
such oppression. What could I do about it? Could 
I, by teaching these ignorant people, lead them to 
adopt new ideas of independence and self-respect? 
That could not be done easily or soon. Even 
though the situation was the result of the unfor- 
tunate government of hundreds of years in our 
history, yet these poor farmers knew nothing else 
but to bow and make apologies to the persons ac- 
costing them. Not only that but they would grow 
arrogant the instant one talked to them modestly. 
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They were exactly like a rubber doll. What hope 
for their future? 

Still the times do change. At present the one- 
time “ rubber dolls ” have developed into fine enter- 
prising citizens. Many of them have learned mod- 
em sciences and are practising modem business 
and industry. And when they are conscripted for 
soldiery, they willingly go through “fire and water” 
for the cause of their country. Nowadays there 
would not be a single one in the land who could 
be in the least cowed by this Fukuzawa however 
much he wielded his umbrella or used the most 
pretentious diction of the old samurai. That, to 
me, is surely the greatest blessing of modem civili- 
zation. 

After all, the purpose of my entire work has 
not only been to gather young men together and 
give them the benefit of foreign books, but to open 
this “closed” country of ours and bring it wholly 
into the light of Western civilization. For only 
thus may Japan become strong in both the arts of 
war and peace, and take a place in the forefront 
of the progress of the world. 

I was not satisfied merely to advocate it by 
word of mouth. I felt that I must practise it in 
my actual life, and that there would be no excuse 
if there was the least disagreement betw^n my 
words and conduct. Hence my self-disciplme and 
my household economy so as never to be dependent 
on other men. At the same time I did not hesitate 
if I saw anything that was necessary in advandng 
the cause of civilization whether it met with the 
general approval or not. 

Some of these radical innovations I have des- 
cribed, such as collecting the student fees, the dis- 
carding of the swords, and the use of public speak- 
ing as an entirely new form of communication. 



Enzetsu-kan, the hall of public speaking, built in 1875. This 
IS the oldest of its kind, appointed by the prefecture of 
Tokyo to be preserved as a historical monument. 
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Also, in my writing I broke the old-time 
scholarly style and adopted the simplest and the 
easiest of styles. This was indeed distasteful to 
the scholars of the time. But fortunately both my 
own works and my translations were accepted 
eagerly by the public — like “water to the thirsty” 
or “a shower after a drought.” The number of 
books sold was really surprising. 

I know that no scholar or writer, no matter 
how great he may be, could either write or trans- 
late a book that would sell as mine did if he had 
not happened to hit the right time and occasion. 
After all, my success was not due to my ability, 
but it was by reason of the time that I came to 
serve. I am not sure whether most of the scholars 
of the age were unskilled in writing, or whether 
they were so absorbed in the prospect of gaming 
high posts in the government that they overlooked 
their own business. Whatever the situation may 
have been, I seemed to be alone in the field of 
writing for popular causes, and it became the sole 
basis of my livelihood and later of my reputation. 

Therefore on opening my school I was not 
obliged to draw on its small income for a personal 
salary, and was able to use all the tuition for the 
teachers. Moreover, I was often able to contribute 
to the school from my own income. 

Whether it may be that I am simply free from 
care or lacking in personal ambition, I have not an 
overwhelming regard for the school. Though I 
am always worrying over every detail of it, and 
trying my best to improve it, I always recall that 
I am not dependent on it and that I have no real 
obligation to preserve it for the future. With this 
determination I have little to fear in the world, 
and I can try ansrthing new in the school by 
simply consulting my colleagues. Hence the air 
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of independence and the practice of thin^ not 
generally acceptable to the world in our institution. 

Then again, while I have always stayed a 
private citizen, avoiding all political connections, I 
have often expressed my own ideas on political 
matters both in speech and in writing which some- 
times would be in opposition to the government. 
But I really do not have any dissatisfaction with 
the present government. Even though there are 
officials who were reckless anti-foreign advocates 
at one time or who have tried to bring discomfort 
to me, now that society has been reorganized I 
should never think of bringing up old memories. I 
am willing to let them proceed in all their favor so 
long as they carry out the new liberal policy. 

Yet I have been provoked by a certain group 
of officials who made a broad distinction between 
the government and the people, and tried to dis- 
criminate against private schools, even to the point 
of placing obstacles in our way. 

This kind of petty politics was a nuisance. 
But I do not intend to dwell upon my grievances 
here, because that would be too long a story, and 
also would make me use some language not very 
agreeable to myself or the reader. Since the open- 
ing of the National Diet there has been less of this 
factious spirit among the officials, and there has 
not been an instance of outright interference. I 
think we shall have more and more accord between 
government and people in the future. 

In that troubled age I had some experiences 
through seeking to prolong the lives of certain con- 
demned men. This was done only for my own 
pleasure, and no political motives were involved in 
it. Perhaps I might call it an extreme hobby of 
mine; or I might say that I was urged on by my 
benevolence or by my temper which had been 
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touched to the quick. Anyway, I gave fully of my 
time and endeavor toward saving the lives of some 
fellow men. 

A certain chancellor in charge of the Yedo 
headquarters of the Sendai clan was named Daido 
Shindayn. He had been an intimate acquaintance 
of mine since the period before the Restoration. 
Though not himself a scholar, he was fond of giving 
assistance to the young students of Western learning. 

He was indeed a gentleman of exceptional char- 
acter, for unlike most of the well-to-do men in high 
official positions, he did not spend his time fre- 
quenting the gay quarters among the geisha or 
patronizing wrestlers and the like. He probably 
had a comfortable income from his office as chan- 
cellor of a great clan, but he was never known to 
dissipate it in temporary whims. His chief pleasure 
was in being generous to the students of his clan. 
I should be safe in saying that there was hardly 
one among them who had not shared his table or 
partaken of his resources. One of these beneficia- 
ries was Tomita Tetsunosuke. 

At the outbr^ of the Restoration, the Sendai 
clan had taken sides with the old government of 
the Shogun, but they were soon defeated and the 
leader of the movem^t, Tadaki Tosa, a chancellor, 
had taken his own life. Some time ^terwards, the 
county at peace again, a certain faction in the 
Sendai clan brought before the Tokyo government 
a strange and most tmcalled-for accusation— that the 
two men, Daido Shindayu and Matsukura Ryosuke, 
were the true instigators of the former rebellious 
movement. Although the government was maldng 
no more effort to place punishment on the former 
reactionaries, yet with the accusation coming from 
the cl^ itself, it was obliged to send a mission to 
Sendai to arrest the accused criminals. 



268 Fukuzawa’s Autobiography 

So Kuga Dainagon was sent to Sendai. I heard 
that it was a clever ruse on the part of the gov- 
ernment, for Kuga was a relation of the house of 
Sendai, and would be less severe in his judgment. 

But this generous policy was not at all ap- 
preciated in the Sendai clan. The visiting official 
was greeted with the sight of seven heads of newly 
executed men on his arrival. The faction in power 
was overjoyed at the coming of the mission, and 
had dared this cruel procedure at their own respon- 
sibility. It is said that Kuga was naturally shocked 
at this premature action. 

Daido and Matsukura were in Sendai at the 
time, listed among those to be ^ecuted, but having 
some friends to give them warning, they bad 
escaped by running out of their houses through 
rear doors. And now they were staying secretly 
in Tokyo. 

This factious element of the Sendai clansmen 
did not stop at anything, and were even persecut- 
ing their own clansmen in Tokyo. One evening a 
certain Atsumi Teiji ran into my house, saying 
that he was being pursued by his own people. Un- 
der these dangerous conditions, Daido and Matsu- 
kura managed to hide themselves in Tokyo. 

As I knew them intimately, I knew where they 
were and sometimes they came to visit me in my 
house. They were not afraid of meeting the gov- 
ernment officials, because the central power had no 
demands upon them. Their fear was of their own 
clansmen who were trying their best to catch 
them and bring them before the central officials. 
Then, of course, the government would have to act 
upon their “misdeeds.” 

I determined to save them, not so much from 
sympathy with the poor men as from my indigna- 
tion against the inhuman clansmen. These jellyfish 
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warriors seemed to know nothing better than to 
sting men out of power. What should I do to 
them? I talked over the matter with Daido and 
decided that perhaps I should go to the lord of 
Sendai directly. So, though it was entirely a labor 
of my own initiative, I called at the Sendai estate 
in Hibiya and requested an audience with the lord. 
Fortunately there was a reason which made it pos- 
sible for me to talk with him freely. 

The lord of the clan at that time had really 
come from the house of Uwajima, and I was some- 
what responsible for his being adopted by the house 
of Sendai. When the Sendai family was looking 
for a fitting heir, Daido had been given full charge 
of the selection. Being a resident ofiicer in Yedo, 
he would have many acquaintances and opportuni- 
ties to know the most desirable youths m the feudal 
families. One day Daido asked me to investigate 
the personality of one of the Uwajima sons, because 
the lord of my own clan had also been adopted 
from Uwajima. 

I made inquiry at once, and the report being 
satisfactory, I was asked again to inquire whether 
Uwajima was willing to give up one of its sons to 
the house of Sendai. So I met one of the chan- 
cellors of the Uwajima household, then in Azabu 
Ryudo-machi, and obtained a private agreement. 
The Uwajima were glad to let their young member 
become the lord of Sendai. It was Daido and my- 
self who made all the arrangements, and when all 
was settled, the formal adoption was carried out 
between the two houses. 

So I did not hesitate to carry my petition to 
the young lord. After describing the true situation 
that Daido and Matsukura were in, I put this 
question to him : 

“Do you intend to have these men put to 
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death if they are arrested? Or do you agree to 
their being released? Would you do me the favor 
of answering this question ? ” 

“No,” he answered, “I do not intend to take 
their lives.” 

“Then,” I continued, “would you not go fur- 
ther and try to save the men? Whether you 
realize it or not, you have a great obligation to 
Daido. . . .” 

And I related to the young lord the whole cir- 
cumstance of his election to the present position of 
the lordship of Sendai. Then again I asked him 
seriously what his determination might be concern- 
ing Daido. 

“ I have no personal wish to place any punish- 
ment on Daido,” he answered. “ But all such mat- 
ters are in the hands of my chancellor. If the 
chancellor agrees to revoke the charges, I am cer- 
tainly willing to have them freed.” 

He was still a boy, and it could easily be seen 
that the power of the clan was with his chancellor. 

“ Are you quite sure that you will not change 
your mind on this ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Then I shall see the chancellor.” 

I went directly to the quarters and repeated 
my zirgument before the important officer : 

“Now that I have the sanction of your lord, 
the fife and death of the men depends entirely on 
your decision. What do you intend to do? Even 
if you search for them, you will not find them. I 
know where they are, and I intend to do my best 
to keep them hidden as long as you are after their 
fiv^. Doeai’t it seem unreasonable now to perse- 
cute men like this? . . .” 

As I took care to make my approach from 
several sides, the diancellor could not find any 
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reason to contradict me. He soon agreed to let 
the men go free. But like a very weak and un- 
reliable man, he said that the situation would be 
made easier if some powerful clan, like Satsuma, 
would intervene to s ug gest the pardoning of the 
accused. 

“All right,” I said, and off I went to the 
Satsuma estate to implore further aid. The Satsu- 
ma appeared a little annoyed, as they were asked 
only on account of their great influence. They 
agreed, however, to go to the Household Depart- 
ment of the Imperial Government and see what 
best could be done about it. 

In a short while the officers of the Satsuma 
clan sent me a private report that the government 
had decided to fix an imprisonment of eighty days 
on the two men; therefore the accused should 
submit themselves to the Sendai officers to receive 
the punishment under their surveillance. I went 
again to the chancellor of the Sendai clan to assure 
myself of his integrity. 

“ The government is going to order an eighty 
days’ imprisonment,” I said, “but can I be sure 
that you will not add ansrihing to this order ? You 
are not going to change the term from eighty days 
to eight years by your own authority ? Until I feel 
sure of that, I cannot bring the men to you.” 

Finally I threatened to take revenge if he should 
in any way break his promise. Thus having taken 
the fullest precautions, I accompanied the men to 
the estate on the following day. It seemed that 
every official there had formerly been a subordinate 
to the two “criminals,” Daido and Matsukura. 
The two men felt it natural to speak to their 
former subordinates in their old commanding man- 
ner. It seemed a very ticklish business as I looked 
on. 
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The two men were ordered to remain in one 
of the second-story rooms of the oflScers' quarters 
in Udagawa-cho for eighty days. After that they 
became entirely free — “ fit to walk in the clear day- 
light.” Ever since then we have kept up our in- 
timate friendship with each other, and I am sure 
it will continue throughout our lives. 

My only reason for occupying myself so deeply 
in this affair was that I was thoroughly indignant 
at the weakness and cruelty of the Sendai clans- 
men; and of course regretful at seeing the two 
good men in such unnecessary trouble. I had to 
make the trip back and forward in the dty many 
times, and on foot, for it was before the use of 
jinrikisha. Although this side of the experience, 
this tiring foot-travel, does not enter into my nar- 
rative, it was a considerable part of my exertion 
at the time. 

There is the episode of the two navy men, 
Enomoto and Furukawa, which occurs to me here. 

I cotild almost say that Furukawa had started 
on his adventure from my own house, for he had 
dashed off against my advice to support, as he 
said, the feeble claims of the shogunate. Later I 
heard that he made even a quicker getaway than 
did his colleague, Enomoto. 

From Yedo bay, in his ship NagasaM-maru, 
the intrepid leader sailed down to Nokogiri Moun- 
tains on the coast of Boshu where he gathered 
together a band of followers ; then sailing around 
Q pa r Hakone on the mainland, he started an insur- 
rection. After this the band sailed north to Hako- 
date where Furukawa joined the other retreating 
vessels. Then the combined fleet came charging 
teck southward in an attempt to capture the 
Azuma-kan. This, by the way, is the vessel we had 
brought ova: from America in the earlier period. 
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Then a calamitous engagement followed in the 
port of Miyafuru. Furukawa was beaten, taken 
prisoner, and brought back to Tokyo. Next I heard 
that he was being held in kyumonjo with another 
naval officer named Ogasawara Kenzo, who was 
among our party on the mission to America. At 
the time there were no fixed laws or cotuts for 
militaiy prisoners and civil offenders ; this hyumon- 
30 was a kind of jail where all criminals were 
handled together for general punishment. 

Though I had once called Furukawa a fool, 
and had told him I would never help him again, 
when I heard that he was a prisoner, I felt sony 
for him. Fortunately I knew a certain doctor in 
the Geishu clan in whose ward was located the 
kyumonjo. So I asked the doctor to use his influ- 
ence for my admittance to the prison. It seemed 
that there was no particular officer in charge of 
the prisoners. When I got into the long tenement 
{ytagaya,) I saw them sitting together in a dingy 
room. I called out to Furukawa: 

“Look at yourself now! What a fool you 
have been! Didn’t I stop you before you ran off? 
But it’s no use to talk about it now. You are 
probably hungry for some decent food. And how 
about clothes? Have you enough to be comfort- 
able?” 

I returned home and brought back some boiled 
beef and some blankets, and made the two captives 
tell me all about the wars and their discomforts. 
In this way I came to learn a good deal about the 
kyumonjo. 

As to Enomoto, he was also captured and 
brought to Tokyo a little after Furukawa. I did 
not know much about his case at first as he was 
no particular friend of mine, though perhaps I had 
exchanged greetings with him on the street. And 
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so I did not really pay much attention to his arrest 
and his confinement. 

There was a slight connection between our 
families, as Enomoto’s mother was a daughter of 
Hayashi Daijiro, a riding-master in the household 
of Efitotsu-bashi who was considered the chief ex- 
pert on horsemanship in the country. His daughter 
was married to one Enomoto Enbei, a police official 
xmder the Shogun. The prisoner was her second 
son, Kamajiro. My wife’s family was distantly 
related to Hayashi’s; she had been to Enomoto’s 
home with her mother when a little girl, and 
Enomoto’s wife had once visited her. 

One day I received a letter from a brother-in- 
law of Enomoto (his younger sister’s husband,) 
Ezure Kaga-no Kami, now living in Shizuoka. He 
had once been commissioner of foreign affairs, and 
I had worked imder him as an interpreter. The 
letter stated that the old mother of Enomoto, his 
elder sister, and his wife were all in Shizuoka and 
very anxious to learn something about him as they 
had heard nothing for a long while. 

The letter went on to state : “ We have heard 
the rumor ‘on the wind’ that Kamajiro was brought 
back to Yedo, but there is no way of ascertaining 
it. We have written to our relatives and friends 
in Yedo to inquire, but they are probably fearful 
of being under suspicion by the government. Nonb 
of them have replied. So we are writing to you, 
hoping you will be good enough to let us have 
some information.” 

It was a long letter. When I read it, I grew 
indignant most of all at these unfeeling, selfish 
relatives of the family. What cowards to treat 
them so; after all, the old retainers of the shogunate 
regime were all like this ! Well, I would see what I 
could do for the poor family if nobody else would. 
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As I knew the situation in kyumonjo pretty 
well after my experience with Furukawa, I wrote 
back to Ezure at once that Enomoto was safe and 
well although he was in prison pending the gov- 
ernment’s decision on his execution. 

Then again I received a letter from the family, 
asking if it would be advisable for the old mother 
and sister of the man to come to Yedo in hope of 
being near him. I answered that it would be very 
well; since I was not afraid of suspicion, they 
could come to my house publicly. So the mother 
and sister came and began to send things to their 
unhappy son and brother in prison. 

After a while the old lady naturally wished to 
see the son. But there being no fixed law or regu- 
lation as yet, I hardly knew where to submit her 
petition, or what to do. So I thought out a way 
of attracting the sympathy of the prison keepers. 
I made up a letter of “ pity-request ” for her which 
read like this : 

“I am overwhelmed with sorrow that my son has 
committed such a crime, if true. But he is really not 
a wicked man. While his father was living, he was a 
very faithful son, and especially in his father’s illness, 
he nursed him kindly. I know this myself. So it can- 
not be that a faithful son like mine would commit any 
crime against our lord. This son, of aU men, cannot 
be wicked. Please be benevolent and grant him his 
life. Or, if some punishment must be done, please allow 
me to suffer it, for I am old and have not much more 
to live. . . .” 

So I went on, imitating the illogical sentiments 
of an old woman in trouble. I had har daughter 
copy the letter, and then let the old woman take 
it to the hyumonjo herself, leaning on her heavy 
staff. The sight of the old mother and the appeal- 
ing letter must have moved the oflScials, for after 
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a while the mother and son were permitted to 
meet through a prison window, though of course 
this kind of plea could not earn a pardon for the 
prisoner. 

By and by I came across a very fortunate cir- 
cumstance. It seemed that Enomoto had made 
some very valuable notes on navigation which he 
had studied in Holland. When he came to sur- 
render after the battle of Hakodate, he sent these 
notes to the commander of the imperial army, 
Kuroda Ryosuke (later Kiyotaka,) as he thought 
they would be of use to the coxmtry whatever 
happened to him. One day this notebook was 
brought to me for translation, because it was 
written in Dutch. The messenger who brought it 
said they did not know what it contained, but the 
government wished to have it translated. 

As soon as I looked at it, I knew it was Eno- 
moto’s notebook of which I had already heard. I 
could easily have translated it all, but I with my 
plan sent it back, making a clear translation of 
the first few pages only. Then I added that it 
seemed to be a very important study of navigation 
as was evident from the first few pages I had 
translated, but the completion of the whole would 
be difficult without the help of the one who had 
made the notes. I could do the translating if it 
were a finished book, but since it contained the 
notes made on certain lectxures, only the man who 
had taken them down could do the job properly. 
So, while I knew very weU it was in Enomoto’s 
handwriting, I pretended I did not know the writer, 
and made the government official feel uneasy. I 
thought this would help in freeing the prisoner. 

I knew Kuroda quite intimately ; he and I had 
often paid visits to each other. I do not recall 
when, but I once gave him a photograph of a 
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certain American general or president or some big 
man in the Southern Confederacy who, in the crisis 
of the Civil War, had escaped in a woman’s dress 
after the defeat of his army. I had brought it 
back with me from America on my previous 
journey. I told Kuroda the story connected with 
it and said, “I do not think this American was 
afraid of death, but he chose to flee for wiser 
reasons. Life is a precious thing. It is certainly 
natural for a man to attempt to save his life even 
if he must escape by wearing woman’s clothes. 
Now there is Enomoto who has caused a big dis- 
turbance in our country. I think he should have 
his life even if he must undergo some punishment 
for his part. And think of it, even if you regret 
it afterwards, you cannot return a man’s life to 
him after you have ordered him executed. Any- 
how, please take this picture as a memento of my 
ideas, and consider it if you will.” 

Some time later I learned that Enomoto was 
not to be executed. Of course it was not my 
manoeuvres alone that saved him. I heard that it 
was the Choshu faction within the government who 
were bent on executing him, and they might have 
seen it done if the Satsuma faction had not inter- 
vened. I believe that the great Saigo and others 
of the Satsuma made all sorts of efforts and finally 
saved his life. 

The exertion in the cause of Enomoto was 
much harder for me than my effort to save Daido. 
I had a spell of illness and was confined for a long 
time. Enomoto stayed in prison imtil I was re- 
covering from my illness, so it must have been in 
the third year of Meiji that he was released. 
Unfortimately the old mother died before seeing 
her son come home. 

As I have said, I was not particularly acquainted 
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with Enomoto and there was no reason why I 
should be so deeply concerned in his affairs. I was 
led on simply by my feeling against the cowardly 
inhumanity of his friends just as I was prompted 
to indication by the Sendai clansmen, and I grew 
determined to save him in spite of the others. 

I recall talking with my wife at the time, and 
saying, “Here I am working like this, but it is 
only to save the life of a man— no other purpose 
at all. I don’t know Enomoto very well, but I am 
sure he is an able man and will be useful in the 
future to the country. But then, he is, after all, a 
man of the old government service. Even though 
he is in prison now, once he is released, he may 
get a government post. Then it is quite likely he 
will put on the airs of an important official and 
lord it again. 

“In that case we must not blame him. If we 
are going to expect gratitude or humility from the 
man, that will mean that we are selfish and vile in 
our motive. We must be very sure on this point, 
for if there is any doubt at aU that we may feel 
some ill will toward him in the future, I will give 
up my effort in saving him right now. How do 
you feel about it?” 

My wife agreed with me, and declared that she 
would be ashamed to hold any such false hopes. 
We made a firm promise between us then to put 
the case out of our minds as soon as Enomoto was 
released. 

Years afterwards, just as I had predicted, the 
gentleman rose high up in the government service, 
becoming in turn a minister to a foreign land, and 
later a minister of state, the perfect exemplary of 
the high ofildal. It seems I was not altogether a 
poor fortune teller. But in my family my wife 
and I are the only ones who know anything of the 
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true relations between Enomoto and myself. She 
and I having made our promise, no one has heard 
anything at all of this affair despite Enomoto’s 
growing importance. 

I suppose my children will learn of these rela- 
tions for the first time when they read these notes. 



CHAPTER XrV 


MY PERSONAL AND HOUSEHOLD ECONOMY 

O F all things in the world, there is nothing 
more fearful to me than a debt unless, 
perhaps, it be the shadow of assassination. 
Ever since early childhood, my brother and sisters 
and myself had seen all the hardships of poverty. 
And none of us could ever forget what struggles 
our mother had been obliged to make in the meager 
household. Despite this constant hardship there 
were many instances of the quiet influence that 
mother’s sincere spirit had upon us. 

When I was thirteen or fourteen, I was sent 
on an errand to pay back what my mother con- 
sidered a debt of long standing. It had come about 
like this. When we moved back to Nakatsu after 
my father’s death, my mother needed some money 
to have repairs made on the family house. She 
had no ready amount, so she was obliged to take 
the advice of a friend and make use of what was 
known as tanomoshiko. This is a kind of collective 
loan fund in which a number of persons agree to 
deposit a small sum of two shu each for the im- 
mediate use of one of the group. Then several 
times in the year this “borrower” calls the asso- 
ciates together and, by lottery, returns the amount 
to them one at a time. Frequently, however, some 
of the well-to-do depositors woifld find it bother- 
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some to keep their interest in the loan fund for 
such a small sum, and would simply withdraw 
their claims. 

When my mother had availed herself of the 
tanomoshiko, one of the depositors was Osakaya 
Gorobei, a shipping agent, who withdrew without 
claiming his return. At that time I was only three 
or four years old and did not know what was 
going on. But ten years later my mother called 
me one day and told me of the circumstances and 
of her obligations : 

“This means, you see, that the household of 
Fukuzawa has been the subject of charity from 
Osakaya. And I have been ashamed of it, for a 
samurai should not have money obligations to a 
merchant and allow them to go unpaid. I have 
been trying to save it, but only this year could I 
manage to make it. Here it is ; please take it to 
Osakaya and return it with my thanks.” 

She handed me the money wrapped in paper. 
When I called at Osakaya’s and delivered it, the 
proprietor was much surprised. 

“Why, that is very good of you,” he said, 
“but we are embarrassed to receive it, for it was 
made many years ago. You should not trouble 
yourself to bring up a thing of such long standing.” 

He wanted to ^ve the money back to me, but 
I insisted on leaving it, because I remembered 
what my mother had told me. After some arguing, 
which was almost like quarreling, I forced the 
money on the merchant and came home. This 
happened some fifty-two years ago. But I still re- 
member clearly the spee(i I was told to make at 
the store and what they answered. I do not recall 
the date, but it was in the morning, and the house 
was at the southwest comer of a street called 
Shimo Koji. I remember also that the head of the 
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house was not at home and that I met his brother, 
Genshichi- 

The imprint of this early memory has stayed 
with me ever since. I have never been able to act 
boldly or selfishly in matters of money. When I 
became older, I ^d all sorts of work, from actual 
labor in the fields to pounding and preparing rice 
for food, as well as continuing my studies in the 
Chinese classics. At twenty-one I went to Naga- 
S2iki to begin the study of foreign languages, and 
having no means of paying for my expenses, I first 
became a kind of caretaker of a temple, and later 
served as a “free boarder” in the household of a 
specialist in gunnery. 

When I went to Osaka and became a student 
at Ogata school, I was still afraid of money. I 
never borrowed any amount there. If I had bor- 
rowed, I should have had to pay it back some 
time — that was clear and natural. If I knew I was 
going to have enough in the future to pay back 
the loan, why not wait until the money came ? So 
not even to the extent of one hundred mon did I 
ever allow myself to borrow. I also got along 
without once pawning my belongings. My mother 
used to send me, both in summer and in winter, 
the cotton clotiies which she made herself. I re- 
sisted the temptation of putting any of these in a 
pawn shop for the same reason that I resisted 
borrowing from a friend. 

But when I was really hard up and had to 
have some money at once— for instance, though it 
may be rather dis^acef ul to say so, when I had a 
drinking spree which I could not resist — I would 
sell the clothes outright. While I could get only 
two shu by pawning a garment, if I sold it I could 
make an additional two hundred mon. That seemed 
economy to me. 
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Nor did I ever try to earn money by copying 
foreign books. In my position as a student, I felt 
it illogical to spend any of my time in business. A 
moment was worth gold, a thousandfold, while 
the weighty work of learning was not complete. I 
was simply determined not to spend if I did not 
have. So from Osaka on into my life in Yedo, I 
continued with this idea. A debt might be easily 
contracted, but what a nightmare it would be when 
the lender came and found me empty. 

Among my friends I often hear of someone 
who, in order to pay back one debt, would have to 
go elsewhere to make a new loan, thus starting 
another chain of borrowing and repaying. What a 
feverish life that must be! I do not see how a 
man can be happy in it even for a day. I may be 
a coward in the matter of money, but having a 
debt and being unable to meet it seems to me like 
being chased around at the point of a gleaming 
sword. 

To dte an instance of my cautious habits 
against spending: a short time after I came to 
Yedo, I was visiting a friend in Otsuki Shunsai’s 
academy in Neribei. I was returning home that 
night and had already reached the Izumi Bridge 
when it began to rain. My home in Teppozu was 
yet a good distance away. I saw some litter-bearers 
waiting at the side of the bridge, so I inquired the 
price. They said it would be three shu. That 
seemed too much for getting home when I had a 
perfectly good pair of legs which could take me 
there just as well. So I went into a wooden clog 
shop nearby and bought a pair of high clogs and 
an umbrella. These did not cost much more than 
two shu. I put my sandals in my bosom and 
walked home on my clogs, under my umbrella. I 
nodded to myself as I went along, thinking I would 
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have my reun-protection for other rainy days as 
well. 

Such bemg my careful habit, my pocket money 
of several bu often stayed in my purse for a long 
time. Of course I have acknowledged my love of 
drinking and of an occasional carouse with friends. 
Then I needed some money for spending, but I 
never went to restaurants or bars alone to satisfy 
a wanton desire. As I was thus careful of my 
own, I was considerate of the money of others. I 
must admit, however, that I was not always so 
careful with the money belonging to my clan. 
With it I could play a craftier part. But that is 
another story. My general determination was to 
be independent, to earn my own way, and not to 
beg, borrow, or covet other men’s property. 

In the third year of Keio, just before the Res- 
toration, I purchased about four hxmdred tsubo of 
grotmd belonging to the Arima clan in Shinsenza. 
By the laws of the Tokugawa government, the 
purchase or sale of property had not been permitted 
among the samurai class, although an exchange of 
property had been countenanced. But near the 
end of that regime, many basic reforms were made, 
and even the sale of feudal estates was being per- 
mitted. When I heard that one of the Arima 
estates was ojffered for sale, I went at once to 
Kimura Settsu-no Kami’s residence near the prop- 
erty, and asked his steward, Ohashi Eiji, to inter- 
cede for me in the purchase of the property. 

It was duly arranged ; the price was fixed at 
three hxmdred and fifty-five ryo. Being a deal be- 
tween samurai, we did not stop to make any formal 
arrangements, such as the exchange of a contract 
or naaking a deposit. I simply made the oral 
promise of pxurchase, and agreed to hand over the 
money on December the twenty-fifth. I gather^ 
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together the money, tied it up in a “carrying 
cloth,” and went to Lord Kimura's residence on 
the promised day. 

When I came to his gate, I found it closed; 
even the small side door was locked. I called out 
to the gatekeeper to open it for me. He replied, 
“ I cannot do that. Sir.” 

“But why? This is Fukuzawa.” 

Then he opened the gate, for he knew that 
since I had gone to America with Lord Edmura, 
who was then the captain of the ship, I had been 
coming here often and was almost like a member 
of the household. As I went in, I felt that some- 
thing was wrong. Men were running about ; there 
was excitement in the air. Then I noticed black 
smoke rising from somewhere toward the south. 

I met Ohashi on entering the house and asked 
him the cause of the turmoil. He lowered his 
voice and said, “Don’t you know? There is war 
on now. The men of Sakai are attacking the 
Satsuma estate in Mita. You see, it is on fire. 
This is no small matter.” 

“Um, yes,” I said. “That is awful. I knew 
nothing atxjut it. But that is one matter, and I have 
another to transact now. I have brought this 
money for the purchase of the estate. Please take 
it and send it to Aiima.” 

“That is nonsense,” answered Ohashi. “This 
is no time to think of busdng property. Now, 
don’t you see, all the estates in Yedo have no 
value at all, not even a sen. Give up all such 
foolish ideas.” 

“ That is no concern of mine,” I returned. “I 
must deliver this money, because I have agreed to 
do so.” 

Ohashi turned his head to one side, and said, 
“ Well, I know you made this promise, but if the 
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times diange you don’t need to keep it. And sup- 
pose you suggest that they sell it for half the 
price, I am sure they will be glad of it, or even 
for one hundred ryo. Anyhow, stop talkhig about 
promises and all that.” 

I had to resort to argument to bring him 
around : “ I cannot think of that. You must listen. 
When we made the agreement the other day, what 
was the promise? That I should deliver the pay- 
ment on the twenty-fifth of the Twelfth month. 
And that was all, wasn’t it? We made no stipula- 
tion of chan^g the agreement on account of some 
happenings in society. Or did we say anything 
about cutting the amount for any reason? Even 
if we have no written contract, the words of men 
ought to be more reliable than paper. As long as 
there is the promise, I must not break it.” 

“ Then there is another side to it,” I continued. 
“Suppose I did propose to take the property at 
half the figure, or at one himdred ryo, the clan of 
Arima might very likely agree to it for the time 
being. But you cannot tell what might come in 
the future. Now we see the Sakai men laying 
siege to the Satsuma estate, but it may be only a 
passing disturbance, and the time of peace and 
plenty may come back again. Suppose afterwards, 
in peaceful times, I am living on that property. 
Then if the men of Arima happen to pass by, they 
will recall how I got it: — ‘The promised amount 
was three hundred and fifty-five ryo, but only be- 
cause of a fight in Mita on the day of pa3anent, 
Fukuzawa got it for one hundred. He made two 
hundred and fifty-five ryo, and our house lost two 
hundred and fifty-five ryo/ So they would stare 
at my place each time they passed. I should not 
care to live in a house with such unpleasant asso- 
ciations. 
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“So I don’t care what you say. You must 
deliver the money to Arima for me. It does not 
matter if I lose by it. A bigger war might come 
along and I might have to desert the place and 
flee. But I am not too much concerned with future 
possibilities, for eversdhing in life is uncertain. 
Even people we depend upon may die before we 
can realize it. Then why rely on property? I 
intend to pay the money now.” 

At length I forced Ohashi to take my money 
to the Arima clan. This scrupulous idea on money 
matters may come from my old samurai spirit 
which considered it base to change one’s mind for 
the sake of money. 

There is another instance much like the one I 
have just told. In the early years of Meiji there 
was a wealthy merchant in Yokohama who had 
foimded a school, and was employing some of my 
young pupils to teach in it. He had been vaguely 
hinting that he wanted me to come and take charge. 
At that time I had two sons, seven and five years 
old, and a little daughter. I had been hoping to 
send both boys abroad for their education. But I 
was not sure of ever earning enough to give them 
this privilege. 

^\^en I looked around to see what other men 
were doing in regard to their sons’ education, I 
found that most of them, scholars and ofBcihls, 
were trying in every way to have their sons ap- 
pointed as government students to be sent to foreign 
countries. When, after all their negotiations and 
private manoeuvres, they succeeded in obtaining 
any appointment, they were as overjoyed as if they 
had killed some big game on a hunting trip. Of 
course, one might naturally wish a good education 
for a son, but to go around pleading like a beggar 
to have Mm educated — ^that seemed disgusting to 
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me. If one is poor, or has not the ability to earn, 
one simply cannot consider the luxury of a higher 
education for his children. 

I had a secret contempt of these men. But 
when I thought of my own two boys and of the 
expense of foreign training, the way seemed indeed 
very dubious, for after all the first necessity was 
money, and I was doubtful of earning enough in 
the ten years before they would be ready to go. I 
was anxious and did not hesitate to tell my friends 
how much I wanted to have money. 

The wealthy merchant of Yokohama must have 
been told of this, for one day he called on me and 
openly asked me to take charge of his school. He 
added : “ For the work I am asking you to do in 
the school, I hesitate to offer you any salary, be- 
cause that would not seem fitting for a man of 
your position. So, here is my proposal. I wish to 
establish a fund so that you can count on sending 
your sons to foreign schools. I might make it — 
say, ten thousand yen. You may deposit it in a 
bank, for you will not need it now. Then the 
sum would draw interest, and by the time your 
sons are ready to go abroad, the money will have 
accumulated to an amount enough for all expenses. 
What do you think of this proposal ? ” 

It was certainly enticing. It seemed like a gift 
from Heaven when I was so longing for money. I 
should have said “ yes ” on the spot, but I stopped 
and thought: “This problem is not so simple. 
To be honest with myself, I have been disregarding 
his hints about taking charge of his school, because 
I had distinct reasons. If I accept this proposal 
at this time, it would mean that I was wrong to 
have been refusing his offer. Or, it is wrong for 
me to receive this money, for if I submit to this 
temptation now, by and by I would be doing 
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anything for money. I must not bring myself to 
that. 

“Then, too, why do I wish the money now? 
For my children. I want to make scholars and 
useful men out of them. But is it a father’s duty 
to make scholars of his sons? I must think of 
that, too. Of course, a father is responsible for 
his sons, but is there any reason why a father must, 
by any means, good or bad, give his sons the best 
known education? Certainly he should provide, 
according to his means, the best possible education 
as well as food and shelter. But that should be 
enough. A father should not break his principles 
for the sake of his son. The father should be 
father, and the son the son — each independent. 

“ I do not intend to stoop to serve my sons. 
I will do my best, but that will be all. If they 
should miss a higher education^ through lack of 
money, that will be their fate.” 

Thus determined, I declined the offer of the 
merchant with genuine thanks, for he had made 
his proposal in the kindest spirit. It was not easy 
to come to this decision. Watching my children 
before my eyes, picturing their future in my mind, 
and gauging my ability to provide for them, I was 
truly tom between two wishes all during the 
conversation. 

After this I went on with my usual careful 
economy, and gave continual efforts to my writing 
and translating. Then fortunately my income in- 
creased to an extent greater than I had hoped for. 
Before my sons came of college age, the money 
was ready. So I sent my nephew, Nakamigawa 
Hikojiro to England. He is my only nephew and 
I am his only unde; so we regard each other 
almost as father and son. While he was in Eng- 
land for three or four years, his expenses naturally 
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amounted to a considerable sum ; yet I was able to 
set aside enough to send my boys to the United 
States for six years. 

I feel very happy that I declined the offer of 
the merchant. If I had accepted it, it would have 
become a bitter regret all through my life. Even 
now I sometimes recall the incident, and feel as if 
I had preserved a precious jewel from having the 
least flaw. 

These are major instances, but in smaller 
matters I felt the same strain on my principles. 
In the ninth year of Meiji (1876) I went on a sight- 
seeing journey to Kansai with my two sons. The 
elder boy was a little over twelve, and the younger 
ten. We were just three, without any servant. 
First we landed at Kobe by the mail boat of the 
Mitsubishi Company, paying the regular ten or 
fifteen yen for the first class passage from Tokyo. 
From Kobe we had a long tour through Osaka, 
Kyoto and Nara. On our return we stayed at an 
inn in Kobe where I was acquainted with the pro- 
prietor, Kinba Koheiji. I had asked his banto (head 
steward) to purchase our tickets for the voyage 
home-two for adults and one half-ticket. 

But when we were about to go on board, I 
found there was only one full-ticket, and two half- 
tickets. I called the steward to have him change 
it, but contrary to my belief that he had made a 
mistake, he answered assuringly, “ That is aU right. 
Sir. You were good enough to tell me the exact 
age and birthday of the yoxmg master— just a few 
months over twelve. Of course the regulation of 
the company says something about the age limit 
at twelve, but nobody pays the full fair unless the 
cMld is over thirteen or fourteen.” 

I broke in : “ The rule is a rule ; whether my 
boy is two or three months or two or three days 



My Personal and Household Economy 291 

past the age limit does not make any difference. I 
intend to pay according to the company's regulation.” 

The stubborn banto objected to what he thought 
was a foolish whim of mine, and said he could not 
think of wasting my money in that way. Finally 
I ordered him outright to pay the additional fare. 
“I am paying with my own money no matter 
what your argument is. Your business is to act as 
my agent. Do cis I tell you.” 

The ticket was changed during the rush of 
getting on board. This seems to me quite as clear 
an obligation as pasdng the regular price for mer- 
chandise. But it seems that some men like to steal 
a luxury as long as they are not found out. I 
chanced, just the other day, to see a man come 
into a first class car of the train I was traveling 
in. He was obviously hiding in his hand a blue 
(second class) ticket. Such a thing is always de- 
testable to me. 

In the narrative so far I may appear to be a 
highly upright person in matters of money. But I 
win admit here that I was not always so. I was 
quite otherwise when it came to money belonging 
to my clan. How I came to change completely 
within a few years’ time, and under what condi- 
tions, I shall describe now. And it is a pretty 
long story. 

At the time of the Restoration, the shogunate 
gave its retainers freedom to choose from the 
following three conditions for their future : 

1. To become subject to the Emperor, renouncing 
the Shogun; 

2. To remain as retainer of the Shogun and follow 
him to Shizuoka, his place of retirement; or 

3. To abandon their class of samurai and become 
ordinary citizens. 
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Without hesitation I chose the last condition, 
and from that day gave up the wearing of swords. 
At that time I was a retainer of the shogunate, 
but I was still a member of my own Nakatsu clan 
and received my stipend of rice from it. 

Then, as I renoimced my samurai position and 
relinquished my salary from the shogunate, I rea- 
soned that I should also give up the stipend from 
my own clan which amounted to provision for the 
maintenance of six or eight men. I had no very 
big income then, but I was making something 
from the sale of my books. So with my small 
needs and modest way of living, I was quite sure 
that, with continued health and activity, I could 
take care of my family. Therefore, like a gentle- 
man, I declined to accept any more feudal salary. 

Curiously the officials of the clan were not 
pleased. They insisted that I should receive the 
stipend of rice as before, saying that I did not 
need to be so considerate. The argument again 
almost became a quarrel. Strange it is that when 
we want something, it is difficult to make people 
give, but when we refuse an offer, they try to 
force it on us. Finally the men in the clan office 
began to say that I was being disloyal to the lord 
in refusing the allotment, his “ generous donation.” 

“ Well then, Sir, if you insist,” I said, growing 
heated on my side, “I will accept the salary-rice. 
But I will require that you have it polished before- 
hand ; and every month. No, not every month, but 
every day, and I would have it cooked, too. All 
such expenses may be taken from the salary. 
Under this condition I will respectfully receive 
my salary, for I have no mind to decline it, risk- 
ing the name of disloyalty, 

“And when I receive my salary-rice in the 
form of cooked food according to my wish, I will 
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send out an announcement among the beggars of 
Shinsenza that there will be free dinners to all 
needy persons in the street. And I will let the 
beggars enjoy my lord’s generous gift in front of 
my house every morning.” 

This argument seemed to dumbfound the offi- 
cials. My salary was given up, and all official 
relation between the clan and myself was broken 
off as I had proposed. 

This may seem dramatically generous and high- 
minded on my part, but I can recall many incidents 
a few years before this when I played tricks on 
the clan to my own advantage that will make this 
latter episode sound like a joke. Whenever I re- 
ceived some present from our lord, I always took 
it as the “honorable donation” and never thought 
of paying back my obligation. After attending a 
feast as guest of the lord, I used to bow with a 
simple “thank you” and never thought of the ex- 
pense attending his hospitality. I never recognized 
the relation between us as man and man, and so 
I never hesitated to accept his gift. I was not 
alone in this attitude. All the clan was like this; 
I dare say every retainer of every clan in the 
country had the same attitude toward the lord of 
his clan. 

As long as I had this feeling about gifts from 
the lord, it was natiural that I should be greedy 
about money matters with the clan. I was happy 
if I could squeeze even one more ryo out of the 
clan, like a successful hunter bagging his game. I 
would “borrow” money as “honorable borrowing,” 
but once the money was in my hands, it ’was 
mine. I never thought of pa3dng it back— very 
much like the present Koreans. No honor or shame 
influenced me; nor would a lie or flattery be a 
hindrance. 
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For taking care of some students, Obata and 
others, in Yedo, the clan gave me a certain amount. 
But it was rarely enough to cover their expenses. 
I was using my own ingenuity to meet the want. 
For instance, I used to make translations from the 
English weeMy paper in Yokohama and sell them 
to the chancellors of Saga, Sendai and other clans. 
I also sold some of the less useful books brought 
back from foreign countries. I had to do some- 
thing, for the number of students was large and 
had constant needs. 

On hearing one day that there was some money 
in the clan’s treasury in Yedo, I made up a plausi- 
ble story and went to the chancellor with it. 
Having bowed many times, I told him I expected 
to receive a sum of one hundred and fifty ryo on 
a certain day not far off. Then I requested quite 
innocently the loan of this sum for the short time 
intervening. The chancellor, then Henmi Shima, a 
very honest and good-natured man, replied, “ I sup- 
pose there is no objection to letting you have it if 
the loan is to be for a short while.” 

I hurried to the director of the treasury with 
this vague and rather non-committal reply, and 
asked for the money at once. The director was 
puzzled and said that he did not know what it was 
aU about and that he had not received any order 
from the chancellor. 

“ That will be all right,” I assured him. “ The 
chancellor has given me his sanction. You will 
get the order in due course. There will be no 
difficulty.” 

“ Oh, if the chancellor knows about it, there is 
no particular objection on my part,” said the com- 
posed officer. 

This ^ain was a vague reply, but I took it as 
permission and went to the next officer who had 
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actual charge of the treasury. I told him that I 
had gotten all the necessary permissions in succes- 
sion from chancellor to Sector, that whatever 
happened, he would not be responsible, for in three 
months I was returning the whole loan. So, like 
a sudden thunderbolt, before there could be any 
consultation among the officers, I had carried off 
one himdred and fifty ryo. I felt as if I had stolen 
the jewels from the dragon’s palace under the sea. 
And I had no idea of ever returning the jewels to 
the dragon-palace! Deceitful? Well, we lived 
pretty comfortably for a year on that sum, my 
students and I ! 

Again I went one time with a foreign book to 
another chancellor, Okudaira Iki, to ask him to 
buy it from me. This gentleman happened to be 
well versed in the value and cost of foreign books. 
He looked at my volume and said it. was a rare 
book and would be very valuable. He went on 
praising the book more and more, but I knew my 
business. I felt sure that if I said the usual things, 
emphasized the value of the book, and said I would 
be willing to sell it cheap, he would tell me to 
take it to other quarters. I used different tactics. 

“ Yes, I know this is an unusual book,” I said. 
“ But the true reason that I am asking you to buy 
it is that I wish to have the money from you, for 
after you have bought the book, I am going to 
borrow it for my own use. In short, this is my 
little scheme to get the money for nothing. I am 
telling you the plain truth. So please let me have 
the money in guise of payment for the book. I 
am really a beggar in nice disguise.” 

The chancellor himself had once taken advan- 
tage of the clan by selling them one of his own 
books for some twenty ryo. I knew the circum- 
stances. So if he had refused, I could easily have 



296 Fukuzawa’s Autobiography 

reminded him of his own little graft. My bargain 
was perhaps more of a threat. Anyhow, in simi- 
larity to the former episode, the chancellor felt 
obliged to give me twenty ryo. 

I sent fifteen ryo of this amount to my mother 
in our native town and saved my family’s financial 
straits for the moment. Back in those earlier days 
of struggle, I often carried out some pretty raw 
tricks which I rather blush for today. Yet at that 
time I felt not the least scruples of conscience. 
Rather, I thought it foolish not to take the money 
when I could. And as in a hunt, I was proud to 
catch a “ duck ” rather than a “ sparrow.” 

It is difificult now to accoimt for my ahamplfts s 
attitude toward my clan. I had come from a good 
family and had been reared by the best of mothers. 
I had indeed made up my mind never to be covet- 
ous of the worldly goods of others. Yet why 
should I have been without shame in using craft 
against my clan? 

I am wondering now if I was not like the 
“worm” in society— a kind of parasite feeding on 
the customs of the time— which had grown fat in 
the continued good “season.” This “worm” had 
always worshipped the lord of the clan, and had 
regarded him as a kind of super-man. So, to this 
“worm” the lord’s possessions were like the pro- 
ducts of nature— to be exploited and made use of 
by all men. I suppose a revolution in society was 
necessary to rouse me from this illusion. The faU 
of the Tokugawa regime of three hundred years’ 
standing gave me the cue, and for the fiist Hmo I 
realized that my lord was as much a human as 
myself, and that it was shameful to treat him as 
I had. I was not the least surprised to see myself 
undergoing the transition, refusing even the stipend 
that the dan had willingly offered me. I did not 
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stop to reason this out at the time, but I am con- 
vinced now that the fall of the feudal government 
was the cause of saving me from a slavish attitude. 

Applying this personal experience to a greater 
problem, I might say a few words about present- 
day China. I am sure that it is impossible to lead 
her people to civilization so long as the old govern- 
ment stands. However great statesmen may appear 
— even a hundred Li Hung Changs — we cannot ex- 
pect any marked improvement. 

But if they break up the present administration 
and rebuild the whole nation from the foundations 
up, probably the minds of the people themselves 
may change, and these new minds may acquire 
the initiative to direct their way toward a new 
civilization. I cannot guarantee that this will work 
out as well for China as our Restoration did for us, 
but for the purpose of insuring a nation's inde- 
pendence, they ought not to hesitate in destroying 
a government even if it is only an experiment. 
Even the Chinese should know whether the govern- 
ment exists for the people or the people exist for 
the government. 

Turning aside now from the wayward account 
of my financial experiences, I will tell a few more 
things about my clan of Nakatsu, for I have some 
very pleasing memories. In other clans argument 
often grew into actual conflict over the question as 
to whether the members should swear allegiance 
to the Emperor or preserve their faith in the old 
government. After the Restoration there were in- 
stances of the winning faction (the imperialists) 
forcing the leaders of the defeated side (the sho- 
gunate) to take their own lives, or shedding blood 
over the question of how the dan shoxild be re- 
organized. Such were the cases in many dans — 
I)erhaps eight or nine out of ten. 
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In our Nakatsu clan there would have been 
disturbances indeed if I had shown political ambi- 
tion and advocated any policy at all. But I kept 
my discretion even to the extent of stopping my 
friends frcan discussing politics. So I feel that our 
clan’s coming through quietly with no bloodshed 
was due largely to my influence. There was not 
even a dismissal of an official. 

In the third year of Meiji (1870) I went back 
to bring my mother to the capital. Many changes 
had already come about by that time. The officials 
were willing to seek my opinions on the problems 
of the time, and I was called to the chancellor’s 
residence. It seemed that they expected a very 
radical speedi from me. Every officizd of any r ank 
whatsoever had assembled there. 

When I took my place, one of the high officers 
asked me with an anxious vioce for a suggestion 
as to future policies of the clan, sasdng that he 
was so puzzled over present conditions that he felt 
like a man in a thick mist. In reply I said that 
there was nothing new that I could suggest doing; 
in other clans there seemed to be much dispute 
over the movement to equalize the salaries of all 
retainers, but my opinion was that the old system 
should be kept, letting everyone receive the same 
amount as before, and so avoiding any conflict. 

I noticed a look of surprise on all my listeners. 
At the same time they seemed to be much pleased 
with my conservative remark. Then continuing 
with other branches of the subject, I said, “I am 
for keeping the old order as far as salary and rank 
are concerned, but I have a suggestion to make on 
the question of armament We are holding many 
rifles and cannon. That is, we are presumably 
ready to preserve our dignity by force of arms. 
But I would like to ask if it is really possible to 
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oppose our neighbors with this equipment I do 
not believe we can. 

“ Suppose the Choshu should demand something 
from us, we would have to yield. Or, suppose the 
Satsuma should invade us, we could not defend 
ourselves. We will have to yield again to their 
demand. We are in a precarious situation. If I 
put the situation in a few words, it is this: — ‘A 
weak clan cannot commit a sin; the armament 
leads it to suffering.' 

“ Therefore I would like to suggest a drastic 
abolition of all our arms. All the czinnons are of 
Krupp make ; they might be sold for three or five 
thousand yen, or may be even ten. And our clan 
might become a state like ancient Ryuksoi. If the 
Choshu should come upon us, we would teU them 
to go ahead and do what they wish, but to go and 
quarrel directly with Satsuma. If the Satsuma 
came, we would say the same *Go and see the 
Choshu without bothering us.’ Thus we would 
put all our difiicult problems up on other clans 
and live in peace. 

“Then it is clear that the country is going to 
develop toward a new civilization. So I believe it 
is most important to establish schools for the pur- 
pose of teaching the yoimg men of our clan what 
the civilization of the future is to be. 

“This abolishing of arms would lighten our 
bmrden very much, and would even leave us too 
‘flush.’ So I would suggest another plan. The 
government of Tokyo is now finding difiiculty in 
financing its army and navy. You might address 
a note to them and say that the N^atsu clan 
happens to have a certain surplus in its treasury 
because of the abolishing of its armament. There- 
fore, the Nakatsu would like to present the amount 
to the central government to be spent as deemed 
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appropriate. I am sure the central army and navy 
would be pleased to accept such an offer. 

“At present all the clans of the country have 
different makes of guns and different methods of 
drilling. One has Krupp cannon, another Arm- 
strong; then there are French rifles and some old 
Dutch guns are found elsewhere. I am sure the 
central government is looking forward to unif ying 
all the armament of the country some time, for 
with the present variety and conflict, there could 
be no useful cooperation in time of emergency. 
So there could be nothing better than to give up 
our armament and to give the money to the cen- 
tral government. This step should be a double 
advantage, for the government would be glad of the 
money and we could get rid of all our difficulties.” 

My suggestion, however, found no sympathy 
among my listeners. Suganuma Shingoemon and 
three or four of the military officers led the fierce 
opposition, and the whole assembly agreed with 
them. They said my idea could never be taken 
up ; it would be like ordering a samurai to discard 
his swords— not to be thought of. 

I did not push my argument very far. I 
simply added, “ If you cannot, please do not con- 
sider my suggestion. I merely thought it would 
be convenient. That is all.” And I gave up fur- 
ther discussion. 

It is a fact, however, that because of my cool- 
ness, the Nakatsu clansmen were saved from any 
open conflict and from possible disaster. Moreover, 
the clan did not reduce the salary of any of its 
officers; indeed, there were even some increases 
made. At any rate, the treatment of all the officers 
proved fair and satisfactory. My wife’s family, for 
instance, which had been receiving salary-rice of 
two hundred and fifty koku, received a government 
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bond for three thousand yen at the disbanding of 
the clan in the fourth year of Meiji (1871.) The 
family of my wife’s sister, Imaizumi, having for- 
merly received three hundred and fifty koku, were 
given a bond for four thousand yen. Unhappily 
these bonds which the clansmen received became 
illustration of the old adage, “Evil money never 
stays with you,” for the clansmen lost all in a short 
while, and now they are all poor again. But it is 
true, as I have said, that the Nakatsu clan came 
through the period of the Restoration peacefully. 

To return now to my reminiscences of money 
matters : As I have said many times, I was very 
careful and scrupulous in spending money, but in 
the art of making money I was indeed very indif- 
ferent. I do not mean that I was not informed, or 
that I had no knowledge of the general principles 
of business, but simply that I had no taste or in- 
clination to engage in buying or selling, lending or 
borrowing. Also the old idea of the samurai that 
trade was not our proper occupation prevailed in 
my mind, I suppose. 

When I first came to Yedo, a senior friend of 
the clan, Okanai HSkozo, was engaged in making 
printed copies of a Dutch dictionary and was sell- 
ing each copy for five ryo. This was a low price 
for the time and he was making numerous sales. 
One day I induced a friend of mine to buy a copy, 
and took the five ryo to Okami. To my surprise, 
Okami handed me back one bu wrapped in paper. 
What did he mean by that? Did he take me for 
a poor student to whom one gave money for 
charity ? I felt myself cheapened and had a serious 
quarrel with him. I thought that taking any sum 
of money in the way of a commission was the 
part of the merchant, and never dreamed of it in 
connection with myself. 
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This disregard of money related only to my 
practical living. As to the theory of economics I 
could reason well enough, and even surpass many 
of the merchants of that time. One day I was 
buying a charcoal fire holder {daijuno) at a hard- 
ware store near Kaji-bashi. For some reason I was 
having a servant carry the money that day which 
was in a great number of small coins. I suddenly 
realized that the weight of those coins which I 
paid was seven or eight pounds while the weight 
of the fire holder was only two or three pounds. 
Yet both the coins and the tool were of the same 
metal — copper. The coins then were of much less 
value than the metal object — what a terrible error 
in our economic system ! We could profit by melt- 
ing down the coins to manufacture the tool. Any- 
way, this condition could not last long. The value 
of currency in Japan would surely have to rise 
sooner or later. 

Going further, I compared the actual values of 
Japanese gold and silver coins which, according to 
the foreign standard, should be in the ratio of one 
of gold to fifteen of silver. I discovered that our 
S 3 ^tem of coinage was entirely wrong — terribly 
wrong. Then I understood the rumor which I had 
once heard that the foreign merchants, ever since 
the opening of the ports, were profiting very heavily 
by exporting Japanese gold coins. Thereupon I 
decided to advise one of the rich men whom I 
knew well to invest heavily in gold coins. 

I had no thought of ever going into this busi- 
ness myself, but I thought it worth while to tell 
my friends about it. This was just before I sailed 
for America in the sixth year of Ansei (1859,) and 
whm I returned some months later, this man told 
me he had profited a good deal from my sugges- 
tion. As a sign of gratitude he put into my hand 
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a pile of silver coins until it overflowed. I did not 
thank him much or stop to count the sum, but 
took a poor friend of mine to a restaurant nearby. 
We had a feast in which I saw to it that my 
friend had all he could eat and drink. That was 
about the extent of my exploiting of money or my 
practice of its science. 

In the early years of the Restoration I trans- 
lated a book on the methods of bookkeeping, and 
I know that all the current texts follow the ex- 
ample of my book. So I should know something 
of the practice, if not enough to be an expert. 
But apparently the brains of a writer of books and 
those of a business man are different; I cannot 
put my bookkeeping into use. I even have great 
difficulty in understanding the files which other 
people make. Of course if I made a special effort 
to work them out, I could no doubt decipher them, 
but I prefer to leave all these things, including 
the accounts of my school and my newspaper, to 
younger men, my only concern being the final 
figures. 

Sometimes a student would place some amount 
with me for safekeeping, coming every month to 
take out some for his pocket money. A member 
of the present House of Peers, Takiguchi Yoshiro, 
did that when he was in the school, depositing 
pveral hundred yen at a time. I kept the money 
in a bureau drawer, and on his monthly calls I 
would take out ten or fifteen yen according to his 
needs, wrap up the remainder, and put it back in 
my drawer. 

Of course I knew as well as anybody else that 
it would be much more convenient to put his 
allowance in a bank, but somehow I could not do 
so. Not only was I unwilling to put his money in 
a public bank account, but I did not feel it right 
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even to change the bills from the original ones. A 
queer idea perhaps ; it must hark back to the in- 
born nature of the feudal samurai, or to my old 
habit of student’s desk-drawer accoimts. 

One day I had a visit with a certain big finan- 
cier and our talk turned to money matters. He 
began to describe some of the intricate and, to me, 
most bewildering things in high finance. I replied, 
“Well, well, you certainly are making things diffi- 
cult. Why must you twist things aroxmd, putting 
money this way and that ? I know that merchants 
often do business on borrowed money, but when 
you lend, that means you have so much surplus. 
Then why should you borrow? Wouldn’t it be 
natural, even for a merchant, to make use of his 
own money and avoid going into debt? Your 
twisting around seems to me like inviting unneces- 
sary trouble.” 

My financier friend laughed and began to ridi- 
cule me : “ What naive notions you are trying to 
preach ! A businessman enjoys complicated deals. 
The more affairs get mixed up the more chances 
he finds to make use of his brains. No one cotild 
get along with your humane, imworldly notions. 
Not only merchants but everybody in the world 
must borrow money some time or other. Where is 
the man that never borrows ? ” 

On a sudden realization, I replied, “ You say 
that there is nobody in the world that does not 
borrow money. Well, here is one. I have never 
in my life borrowed money from anyone.” 

“Oh, don’t be so foolish as to say that.” 

“No, not once. Since I was bom fifty years 
ago (this was fourteen or fifteen years ago,) I have 
not taken one sen of money from other people as 
a loan. If you think that can’t be tme, try and 
find a receipt— -if you can. Any scrap of paper at 
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all— not only the formal agreement with my seal— 
if you can bring one, I will buy it for a million 
yen. But I know there isn’t one in the whole 
extent of Japan. How is that ? ” 

Then, as if for the first time, I really came to 
realize that I had never borrowed any money in 
my life. That had always seemed natural to me, 
but it appears it was rather unusual in other 
people’s eyes. 

At present I have some property. But my 
family finances are carried on quite simply. I have 
no debt, nor do I need to juggle my income around 
to meet various obligations. I often keep two or 
three hundred yen at home. It may be profitable 
to keep that amount in a bank and make use of 
checks for pasunents. And I am hoping that all 
Japan will learn to do so by and by. But as for 
myself, I prefer the old samurai method of keeping 
the cash in my bureau drawer. In this respect my 
wife is no different from me. Our home is like a 
world apart ; the new methods of Western civiliza- 
tion do not enter our household finances. 

I can easily understand why people should 
think I am queer, because in all my life I have 
never complained how hard up I was, how troubled 
I have been because of unforeseen events in my 
family, or how I could not make both ends meet 
on account of unexpected disaster in my work. 
These phrases have no existence in my vocabulary. 
It seems to me that those who use them are rather 
odd. I sometimes wonder if they use them as 
hints for a loan, or because they happen to be 
currently fashionable. Anyhow, such complaints 
are beyond my understanding. 

One’s income ought to be of no concern to 
others ; to go around talking about it is like talking 
to oneself, which is the most foolish thing in the 
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world. If I haven’t much, I don’t expect to spend 
much. Even if I had a fortune, I would not waste 
it. I certainly would not let anybody but myself 
have anything to say as to how much I should or 
should not spend. Rich or poor, I never will go 
about weeping over my ills. Because of my belief 
in contentment and my appearing ever in that 
mood, it may be natural for people to assume that 
I am rich. But such assumptions are of no interest 
to me ; neither do I care whether their guesses hit 
right or wrong. I live on contentedly. 

A few years ago, when the proclamation of the 
income tax was made, a certain official in charge 
came and told me privately that I had property 
assessed at seven himdred thousand yen, and that 
the government was going to tax me on that valua- 
tion. I replied, '‘Please do not forget what you 
have just told me. I am going to ask you to give 
me that seven hundred thousand and my whole 
household will walk out naked from this place, 
leaving eversrthing— house, godown, all the odds 
and ends in it, pots, pans, everything. If you have 
made that valuation on the property, I wish to see 
that it is really so. I don’t want any indefinite 
estimate. I want a cash deal. Then I will be 
really a rich man for the first time in my life.” 

I had a good laugh over it with the assessor. 

If it is due to my inborn nature that I have 
been so constantly careful of money, at the same 
time the circumstances of my life have played a 
part in fixing my nature. I am now sixty-five, but 
since I left home in Nakatsu at twenty-one, I have 
been managing my own affairs; and since my 
brother’s death when I was twenty-three, I have 
assumed the care of my mother and niece. At 
twenty-eight I was marri^, had children, and took 
all the responsibilities of a family on myself. Since 
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then, for forty-five years, except for once imploring 
and receiving Ogata Sensei’s great hospitality in 
Osaka, I have never sought the help or consulted 
the wisdom of anyone on private matters. 

I have worked with energy, planned my life, 
made friends, endeavored to treat all men without 
disciimination, encouraged friends in their need, 
and sought the cooperation of others as most men 
do. But believing as I do that the final outcome 
of all human affairs is in the hands of Heaven, 
whenever my endeavors failed, I refrained from 
imploring sympathy and resigned myself to neces- 
sity. In short, my basic principle is never to de- 
pend upon the whims of other people. I do not 
remember when I first felt the guidance of this 
pimciple, but it seems that I have had such deter- 
mination, or inclination, since early boyhood. 

When sixteen or seventeen, while studying 
under Shiraishi Sensei, I knew a couple of poor 
students who were earning their expenses as mas- 
seurs. Being much impressed by these boys, as I 
was then determined to leave Nakatsu by all means, 
I learned the art from them, thinkmg that if I ran 
away without a penny, I could at least earn my 
food. By hard practice I became fairly expert at 
it. I have not since been reduced to using it for 
a living, but one never forgets an art once it has 
been thoroughly learned. Even now I am a better 
masseur than an ordinary professional. Sometimes 
when we go to hot spring for a vacation, I give 
some massage to my wife and children for an 
evening’s amusement. 

This is perhaps one of the tangible results of 
nay principle of independence and self-help. If this 
kmd of thing were to be written in a formal 
biography of the deceased, the writer would say: 
“Professor So-and-So possessed from early man. 
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hood a great faith in the principle of independence. 
At the age of such-and-such, while he was a student 
in such-and-such academy, he learned the art of 
massage, etc., etc. . . .” 

The biographer would make much over the 
episode of massage in his life. But in my case I 
really had not much of an idea or ambition at that 
age. I was poor and wanted to study; I was sure 
no one was going to help me, so I came to take 
up massage for lack of anything else to help me 
make my way. After all, this ambition is a matter 
of circumstances. Whatever one may say or think 
in his boyhood is not going to be a guarantee of 
what he becomes in later life. Those who follow 
their natural gifts, improving them by education, 
are the ones who win in the end. 

Though I do acknowledge that I have no skill 
in the actual handling of business, yet once in my 
life I tried what I may call a speculative enterprise 
and succeeded in it. It was the printing of some 
of my books. Ever since beginning to write, I had 
been letting the publishers take care of aH the 
business from printing to selling. Certainly not all 
the publishers in Yedo were dishonest, but all of 
them had a tendency to make light of the authors. 

In bringing out a book the only thing I coidd 
do was to write the manuscript. Then the rest of 
the steps — copjdng the manuscript, cutting the 
wood block (which is cut by hand from the copy 
pasted on the block,) making the prints from the 
blocks, and the binding of the sheets — ^all these 
were done under the management of the publisher. 
The author had little, if ansdhing, to say in decid- 
ing the quality of paper or the final price of each 
volume. He would receive a fixed amount of royalty, 
like the salary portioned out by the feudal lords. 
That was the goaeral custom from early times. 
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When I saw that my books were selling in 
large numbers, I felt sure I was losing a great 
deal of money because of my dependence on the 
publishers. After all, the publishers were only 
merchants with brains not particularly reliable; I 
could do as well as they. So I decided to take up 
the business of bringing out my own .books. But 
it was a big venture and difficult to know how or 
where to begin. 

First of all, there were the workmen to secure. 
The publishers had always been between the work- 
men and me. Now I must see to placing the men 
directly under me. The plan which I tried was 
this; 

It was the first year of Meiji when I happened 
to have some money. Scraping together one thou- 
sand ryo, I sent a man to Kashimaya, a large 
wholesale paper store in Sukiya-cho, and or der ed 
one hundred and some bales of paper to be de- 
livered for immediate payment of one tbnnsand 
ryo. Now, a thousand ryoi's worth of paper was 
enough to startle the ears and eyes of everyone of 
that time, for even the biggest of the publishers 
were not in the habit of bu3dng more than one 
htm(fred and fifty or two hundred ryo^s worth in 
one installment. It was apparent that the 
would give me the best of his stock at his lowest 
figxire. 

I really could not tell whether or not the paper 
was sold to me at a low price, but I took over the 
order— the one hundred and odd bales of paper— 
and had them all piled in the godovon of my re- 
sidence in Shinsenza. Then I asked a certain pub- 
lisher to let me have several dozen of his workmen. 

Appointing a couple of men from my own Hari 
as foremen, I had this large number of workmen 
put to work in my residence. When the workmen 



310 Fukuzawds Auicbiography 

found out how much paper there was stored in 
my godoum,, they were first of all impressed by 
the quantity. And believing that they would have 
employment for an indefinite period, they began 
immediately to put their trust in me. Also I 
followed the practice of giving them their wages 
promptly from the very first day. So a feeling of 
good faith grew up between the men and myself, 
which soon led to their telling me all about the 
tricks of the trade. 

We had begun by pretending to know all about 
the business, but in reality we were learning it 
from these workmen. By and by we were able to 
do all the work under our own management, allow- 
ing the publisher only the sale of the finished books 
at a certain commission. This was indeed some- 
thing of a revolution in the publishing trade in our 
country. This is the only instance where I tried 
my hand in the field of actual business. 
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CHAPTER XV 


MY PRIVATE LIFE; MY FAMILY 

F rom my early days in Nakatsu I have not 
been able to make what I might call a heart- 
to-heart fellowship with any of my friends, 
nor even with a relative. It was not that I was 
peculiar and people did not care to associate with 
me. Indeed, I was very talkative and quite con- 
genial both with men and women. But my socia- 
bility was superficial and I was not willing, or 
able, to open myself completely to the confidence 
of others, or to share with them the inner thoughts 
of our hearts, 

I was never envious of anyone, never wished 
to become like someone else whom people admired ; 
never afraid of blame, nor anxious for praise. 
In short, I was making light of all my acquaint- 
ances. Naturally I had no mind for quarreling. So 
there was no instance of my getting hurt in a 
boyish conflict, and running home to mother with 
tears and complaints. I was very active and seemed 
valiant in speech, but truly I gave little trouble to 
my mother. 

After leaving home and going to Nagasaki and 
Osaka, I went though the usual rough life of the 
student of the time, laughing and joking, sometimes 
acting as if I had not much conscience within me. 
But mine were always boyish pranks, and somehow 

m 
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I knew the bounds of propriety which I would 
never overstep. This was rather from my natural 
inclination than from conscious effort. I was equal 
to anyone in loud boasting, but I was never drawn 
into the line of smutty stories which only the less 
scrupulous can enjoy. 

Sometimes a schoolmate would begin to tell 
some fresh escapade of the night before in the 
nightless quarters of Shinchi. Not moving away 
as some of the fastidious might do, I would simply 
break in with a loud counterblast: — “Now, you 
fool, stop yom: crazy babbling ! ” 

After I moved to Yedo, I came into a wider 
circle of acquaintances. There were all sorts of 
men with whom I was always going about, ex- 
changing visits and entertainments. Even then no 
one dared draw me into the talks about the gay 
quarters of the city, Yoshiwara and Fukagawa. 
Yet, if I did not talk, I was not shunning it as if 
it were a dark terror. I knew quite well the ways 
of things concealed there. By overhearing my 
friends indulging in their fond talks, I could learn 
easily, even intimately. 

I had my own weakness in other quarters, 
however. I was a slave to my mouth and stomach. 
When there was not enough of good things at 
home, or when I had an agreeable visitor, I would 
go out for a feast somewhere, but that was the 
limit. I would not even go to a theatre, or even 
to Ueno to see the cherry blossoms, so far was I 
from seeking gayety. 

In the summer of the third year of Bunkyu, 
when Ogata Sensei died, I followed the litter of 
the deceased from his house in Shitaya to the 
temple in Komagome where the funeral was held. 
Then for the first time I passed through Ueno 
temple grounds. I remember saying to myself. 
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“So this is Ueno, where the cherry blossoms 
bloom.” This was six years after I had come to 
Yedo. It was the same in respect to Mukojima. 
I had heard about it many times, but I did not go 
out there for a long time. 

After my fearful illness with typhoid fever in 
the third year of Meiji, the doctors advised me 
that horseback riding was the best exercise to 
take during my convalescence. So I began riding 
in the winter, and for the first time went to Muko- 
jima, and then to Tamagawa, gradually coming to 
know the outlines of the city. Mukojima being 
particularly attractive for its fine views and good 
roads, I often rode out there. 

One day on returning toward Ueno from that 
section, we were passing over a sort of embank- 
ment when I suddenly realized that we were near 
the celebrated Yoshiwara. I suggested to my com- 
panions that we ride through that section to see 
what it was like, but they said it would be too 
conspicuous to go through a place like that on 
horseback. So we did not go and I have never 
had a chance of going there since. 

It may thus appear that I am a queer bigoted 
person, but in reality I am quite sociable with all 
people. Rich or poor, noble or commoner, scholar 
or illiterate — ^all are alike to me. I have no parti- 
cular feeling in meeting a geisha or any woman 
who are no better than dust or garble. So I do 
not get wrought up as some men do when they 
find themselves sitting under the same roof with 
th^e “unclean creatures.” 

Some forty years ago — ^this is a very old story 
—when I was in Nagasaki, a chancellor of my clan 
who was sta3dng in the temple of Koeiji called in 
five or six women and had an evening of gay 
carousing. Though I was foregoing my drinking 
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habits then, I was ordered to take part. When 
the wine was flowing freely and the room in gay 
disorder, the chancellor gave me a cup, and said, 
“ Drink this, and offer the cup to the one you like 
best in the room— whoever that may be.” 

Of course he was trying to tease me, for there 
were several pretty girls there. K I had offered 
the cup to any one of them, I should have felt 
funny; if I had purposely avoided them, it would 
have seemed fuimy also. But I did not hesitate 
long. I quaffed off the wine and said, “Now, 
obeying my lord’s order, I will offer my cup to 
the one I love best. Here, Taka San.” And I 
turned to a little boy who was the youngest son 
of the head priest of the temple. I showed not a 
trace of excitement; my lord chancellor seemed 
very displeased. 

Last spring when I heard that Yamada Sueharu 
of the Japan Times was going to Nagasaki, I sud- 
denly remembered this inddent and asked him to 
inquire whether the temple was still there and how 
the little boy-priest named Taka San was getting 
along. From Yamada’s reply I learned that the 
old temple was still standing as before and that 
Taka San was well- He was not a boy any longer, 
but an old priest of fifty-one years, already retired. 
Yamada sent me his photograph- I was twenty- 
one that year; so counting back, I see that little 
Taka San was then just seven years old. How time 
runs ! 

So even over wine I always knew the bounds 
within which I must keep myself. But within 
bounds I was happy to talk and laugh with women 
or anyone, freely and intimately, for the gossips 
and suspidons of society were no concern of mine. 
One need not “ turn when coming in contact 
with blood.” That is how a man ought to be. 
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The numerous old adages, such as “A man 
and a woman must carry a lantern when they 
walk together at night” or “In pacing a thing, a 
man and a woman must not hand it directly from 
hand to hand ” are simply amusing to me. What 
cowards people are to need such rules to keep 
themselves from mischief ! Wouldn’t it be a heavy 
burden on one’s memory to remember all those 
rules? I would rather believe in my own discre- 
tion. So I feel no hesitation in paying a visit 
where there is a young daughter in the house or 
where the young wife is staying by herself. Or at 
some feast, if there is a group of geisha enlivening 
the crowd with their antics, I am not put out by 
the gayety. I would drink with them, drink my 
full, and carry on the banter with everybody 
there imtil I got drunk. Then I should be still 
happier. To others, naturally, my ways would 
seem strange. 

One day a chancellor of our clan sent for me 
and gave me some serious advice. “There is a 
rumor about you,” he said, “that you are asso- 
ciating intimately with so-and-so, and that often 
you stay carousing in his house till quite late. 
There is a young daughter in that family; also it 
seems the family has not a very commendable re- 
putation. Geisha and women for entertaiiunent 
are said to frequent there. It is to be regretted 
that your name is spotted by coming in contact 
with the disrepute of that household. Remember 
the saying, ‘A man of high character does not 
even tie his shoe-laces in a melon field, nor does he 
so much as touch his hat under a pear tree.’ You 
are still young. Take my advice and be careful.” 

I was not in the least abashed. 

“ Is that true. Sir ? ” I replied. “ This is very 
interesting. I have often been told that I talked 
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too loudly and that I boasted too much. But I 
have never been called a gallant in that way. I 
am certainly honored by this. So I will not for 
any reason stop visiting my friends. No, I will go 
there oftener. I am not such a coward as to 
change my conduct because of someone’s suspicion. 
I must thank you for your kind consideration. I 
do feel grateful. But I would rather have this 
rumor spread around more, for it certainly is in- 
teresting to know that I am capable of causing 
such a report.” 

As I have said, I was so much of a boor as 
not to visit Ueno for six years after reaching Yedo, 
and Mukojima for fourteen years. So it is quite 
to be expected that I would hardly be familiar with 
the theatre. 

When I was a boy, there was a custom of 
having local actors give popular plays {Kabukt) on 
the No stage in the feudal castle. I once had the 
privilege of attending with our lord. Later in 
Osaka, when Ebizo, father of the present Danjuro, 
was performing in a theatre at Dotonbori, a friend 
of mine invited me to go to the plays, mentioning 
that there would be wine to drink during the per- 
formances. I suppose I heard the latter part of 
the invitation only, for I went with him eagerly. 
On our way we obtained one sho of wine and, 
carrying the bottle along, the party of two or three 
friends sat through several acts. That was my 
second experience. 

After locating in Yedo, and even after the Res- 
toration, when old Yedo became Tokyo, I hardly 
ever stopped to think of theatre-going. Then, 
about fifteen years ago, by an odd chance I went 
to see some plays and found them interesting. 
Here is a little poem in old Chinese style which I 
wrote for my amusement that evening : 
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Famous are the wonders of an actor’s art; 

But a scholar, from all such toys far removed, 

Living through fifty springs the one ‘enlightened’ man, 

I wake now in the maze of Pear Garden’s magic. 

But I have always been fond of music, so 
much so that I am having all my daughters and 
granddaughters learn both koto and samisen and 
also, partly for exercise, dancing. To sit and listen 
to them at their lessons is the chief pleasure of 
my old age. 

I do not believe any man is bom with bad 
taste, but probably through various circumstances 
in life, I have grown this way. First of all, I 
lacked someone to look after my education, and I 
grew up without learning calligraphy very well. 
I might have studied it later in life, but then I had 
already gone into Western sciences, and was re- 
garding all Chinese culture as a mortal enemy. 
Partcularly I despised the false behavior of the 
Chinese scholars ; they would lecture on the four 
virtues of man— justice, humanity, loyalty and filial 
piety— yet when a crisis came, they proved them- 
selves mere weaklings of no use at all. And among 
themselves those living a licentious life, drinking 
freely, composing poenas, and skillful in calligraphy 
were most admired. 

I decided that I, a Western scholar, would go 
in the opposite way. So, as I had sold off my 
swords and given up iai, which I loved, when 
swords and fencing were most in vogue, I decided 
not to compose poems and purposely to continue 
poor in calligraphy. 

This peculiar whim of mine was a great mis- 
t^e. Indeed, my father and my brother were both 
literary men. Especially my brother was a fine 
calligrapher, and something of a painter and seal- 
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cutter, too. But I fear I have none of those quali- 
ties. In antiques, curios and other branches of 
the fine arts, I am hopelessly outside. I leave the 
design of my house to the carpenters, and all the 
trees and stones in my garden to the gardener’s 
judgment. As for dress, I know nothing of fashion 
nor do I care to learn about it. I wear whatever 
my wife gives me. 

One day when I was suddenly called out on 
business, I thought of changing my dress. My 
wife being out at the moment, I opened the chest 
of drawers and took out a garment that happened 
to be lying on top. When I returned, my wife 
looked curiously at me and said I was wearing an 
imdergarment. She had another cause for laughing 
at me. 

In this case, of course, my unconcern for dress 
went a little too near the limit. So I must admit 
I am missing many of the pleasures that people 
of finer education enjoy. Nowadays I do go to 
theatres and occasionally invite actors and musi- 
cians to my residence, but these have not become 
my chief diveraons. After all, I find my greatest 
pleasure in seeing my children and grandchildren 
assembled around me, playing with them, or watch- 
ing them play music or dance, and in seeing them 
enjoy the food I can give them. The sounds of 
their happy voices and laughter, mingled with those 
of the elders in my living rooms, are the sweetest 
music I can think of to brighten the days of my 
old age. 

Now, about my marriage and the more intimate 
phases of my family life: In the first year of 
Buhkyu (1861,) through the mediation of a certain 
member of our clan, I was married to the second 
daughter of Told Tarohachi, an ofiScer of my clan 
in Yedo. And she is my present wife. At the 
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time of our marriage I was twenty-eight and my 
bride was seventeen. As to our social ranks, she 
was of a higher position than myself. It was a some- 
what unusual union, but in both of us there was 
good lineage ; for five generations in both our families 
there had not been any hereditary diseases. With- 
out question both she and I were perfectly healthy 
and we have remained so throughout our lives. 

In the third year of Bunksm our first son, 
Ichitaro, arrived — then Sutejiro, our second son, 
then a daughter, until finally we had a family of 
nine children, four boys and five girls. Fortunately 
all of them grew up well. The first five children 
were nursed by their own mother, but after the 
sixth, we hired wet nurses because we were afraid 
the mother’s health might be impaired. 

In caring for the children we gave more atten- 
tion to their food than to their clothes. So they 
may have worn some shabby outfits at times, but 
they have never lacked proper nourishment. In 
training them we encouraged gentleness of mind 
and liveliness of body, and gave them freedom in 
most things. For instance, we have never forced 
a child to take a hot bath. We leave a large 
bucket of cold water near the bath, and let them 
temper the bath water as they wish. They were 
left quite free, but this freedom did not extend to 
letting them eat whatever they wanted. 

When we decided on encouraging liveliness of 
body, we had to be content to see the furniture 
broken once in a while. We were not going to 
scold them for making tears in the paper doors 
and a few knicks in the framework. When they 
were too stubborn in their mischief, a serious look 
or two gave them to understand that they must 
stop, but that was the limit of punishment. As to 
actual whipping, it was never known. 
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We use a certain respectful mode of address 
in calling our children or our children-in-law. So 
likewise do the elder children in speaking to their 
younger brothers and sisters. There is no distinc- 
tion as usual between strict father and loving 
mother. In strictness we are both strict; so in 
love we are both loving. We, parents and children, 
live together like trusting friends. My little grand- 
child would say, “lam afraid of mother sometimes, 
but I am never afraid of grandpa.” 

I may be more lenient than other fathers, but 
my children and grandchildren do not seem to be 
particularly spoiled. In playing with us they are 
gentle, and listen obediently to what we say. So 
I believe it is just as well that we have not lorded 
it over them in the sterner way. It is our house 
rule to have no secrets between any members of 
the family. We never tell a thing to one rbilfj 
and keep it from another. The parents at times 
may have to reprimand the children, but then the 
children are capable of making fun of the parents 
for something in rettun. 

So perhaps to the men of the old school, my 
family appears lacking in the proper etiquette be- 
tween young and old, high and low. When the 
gentleman of the house goes out or comes in, 
there is no formal salutation from wife and ser- 
vants at the entrance. When I go out, I may leave 
from the front door, or from the kitchen. When 
I return, I come in through whichever entrance 
happens to be conveniently in my way. Coming 
home in a jinrikiska or carriage, I especially tell 
the man or driver not to call out “Honorable 
Return” at the entrance. Even if they should 
shout, no one would come out to meet me. 

I suppose many people— not only outsiders but 
my own mother-in-law — ^must be puzzled by this 
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lapse of etiquette. This old woman, reaching 
seventy-seven years of age this year, once lived in 
strict convention as the wife of our clan’s official. 
She surely must be feeling that this Fukuzawa 
family is sadly deficient in the forms of good 
breeciing. Yet she would not be able to point out 
exactly where the fault lies, so the old lady must 
be very puzzled over this strange state of things. 

Among my family of nine children, we make 
no distinction at all in affection and position be- 
tween boy and girl. In our society it is customary 
to make a great deal over the birth of a boy 
baby; but when a girl arrives, people say they 
should perhaps offer congratulations if the baby is 
strong and gives no trouble to the parents. No 
such distinction exists for us. I should not have 
regretted having nine daughters. I am glad, though, 
that my children are divided evenly among boys 
and girls. 

Some moralists are advocating love for all men 
with the whole world as their objective. I would 
be a beast not to give my own children equal love 
and privilege. However, I have to remember the 
position of my eldest son who will take my place 
and become the center of the family after my 
death. So I must give him some privileges. If 
there is something that cannot be divided, I tell him 
to take it. Otherwise, there is no difference made. 

Once I was visiting a friend in Nihon-bashi and 
saw many lovely things piled up in his drawing- 
room— gold lacquer ware, ^t screens, decorated 
vases, etc. Learning from him that all these were 
to be exported to America, I suddenly had the 
desire to buy them myself. There was nothing I 
really needed, but they were aU lovely things for 
anyone to own. 

So I said to my friend, “I don’t know how 
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much you expect to make on these things, but I 
should like to buy the whole collection myself, if 
you are willing. I have no idea of selling them for 
profit, but I simply want to keep them,” 

My friend was not merely a merchant with 
his eye fixed on his profit He thought a little and 
replied, “ You give me an idea. These things came 
from Nagoya, but if I have them sent to America, 
they will all be scattered and lost. If I sell them 
to you, they will be kept together and preserved. 
I will let you have them.” 

“All right, I will take them all.” 

So for the sum of twenty-two or -three hundred 
yen I came into possession of several dozens of 
beautiful things. They were carried to my dwel- 
ling, but I did not really look at them or count 
their number. They were simply so much bulk in 
the storehouse. So a few years ago I told my 
children to divide the things among themselves. 

There was a merry conference and the things 
were divided into nine equal parts. Then by lottery 
each child took aae of the parts. Some of them, 
having homes of their own, took their shares away. 
The rest, belonging to the younger children, is still 
in my godown. This is about our usual way of 
doing things. It is impossible for children of mine 
to have any kind of dissatisfaction. 

Recently I drew up a will. We often see in 
foreign stories an episode of great surprise and 
wailing at the disclosure of the will after the death 
of a man. I am not impressed by such tales at all. 
Why should a man keep secret of anything t hat 
is to be disclosed after his death? The Western 
people must be doing this only because of unin- 
telligent custom. I declared that I would have my 
own way about my will, and I have shown it to 
my wife and diildren. 



323 


My Private Life; My Family 

“Remember, the will is in this drawer of my 
cabinet,” I told them. “If I change my mind, I 
will make another, and show that to you again. 
So read it carefully now, and do not quarrel among 
yourselves after I am dead.” 

To continue with my ideas on bringing up 
children, my chief care is always for their physical 
health. I have said, “ Get an animal’s body ; then 
develop a man’s mind.” I do not even show them 
a single letter of the alphabet until after they are 
four or five years old. At seven or eight, I some- 
times give them lessons in calligraphy, but not 
always. I never give them reading lessons at that 
age. They are left perfectly free to romp about 
as they will, my only care being their food and 
clothing. We do reprimand them a little if they 
are found engaged in indecent activities or imitat- 
ing coarse language. Otherwise they are left quite 
alone, very mudi in the way we might bring up 
dogs and cats. That is what I mean by “growing 
an animal’s body.” 

When they grow well and strong like little 
animals and reach the age of nine or ten, I begin 
to give them regular lessons. Then I believe in 
study at certain fixed hours every day, but even 
then not at the risk of health. Many parents are 
liable to be overanxious about their children’s 
studies, and praise them whenever they are found 
sitting quietly at their desks. But in my house no 
child is praised for reading a book. 

Now my own children have grown beyond my 
care, and I find I am lookmg after their children. 
But I care for them in the same way. I reward 
them when they take an unusually long walk, or 
if they show an improvement in jujitsu or gym- 
nastics. But I have never given them a reward 
for having read a cdflScult book. 
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Over twenty years ago I sent my two eldest 
sons to the preparatory department of the Imperial 
University, Both of them soon grew ill with in- 
digestion. I had them come home to stay until 
they were well, but as soon as I sent them back, 
they again became ill. I tried three times, and 
each time they grew ill and had to come home. 
At that time Tanaka Fujimaro was the director of 
the bureau of education. 

I went to him and made a complaint of the 
inadequate supervision which I could prove by the 
experience of my sons, I said that if this condition 
was allowed to continue, many of the students 
would not live, or if they survived, they would be 
mentally imbalanced or physically crippled. 

“ I am keeping my boys in the department,” 
I added, “in the hope that the conditions will im- 
prove before they fmished. If you leave things as 
they are, I wiU call your institution a ‘ slaughter- 
house of young men.'” 

I spoke as openly as I would to an intimate 
acquaintance, which he was. But things were not 
changed as fast as I hoped. My sons were obliged 
to alternate three months of college attendance 
with three months of living at home. Finally we 
were discouraged, and I let them take their general 
education in my own Keio-gijuku. Then I sent 
them to America for further education. I do not 
insist that the discipline used in the Imperial Uni- 
veraty was wrong, but I feared it was too heavy 
for my boys. I still believe that physical health is 
the most important asset in a man's Kfe. 

Any person is interested in knowing, later on 
in life, something of the facts and nature of his 
early existence. I am not sure if everybody is as 
anxious as I am, but since this is my feeling, I 
have been keeping a record of my cMldren— the 
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manner of their births and the exact time to the 
minute; the condition of their health in infancy; 
their nature and habits in childhood. I feel sure 
that my children will enjoy them later just as they 
would their early photographs, and perhaps find 
some guidance in them. 

Unfortunately I never knew my own father 
and there is preserved no likeness of his features. 
I know nothing of my own early childhood except 
what my mother in scattered incidents has told me. 
Whenever I hear older people talk of early days, 
I always listen carefully and regret that there is 
no way of knowing more. Now that it is my turn 
to an old man, I am writing my reminiscences 
in biographical form. Besides, I have already made 
the notes on my children. So I think I have done 
pretty well. 

Above all, I believe in love and love only for 
the relation between parents and children. Even 
after children are grown, I see no reason for any 
formality in the relationship. In this my wife and 
I are perfectly of the same opinion. We are both 
tpdng to keep our children as close to us as pos- 
sible. When my sons were in America for six 
years, I sent a letter to them by every mail boat 
that left — weekly as a rule, sometimes once in two 
weeks. Whether I had any particular news or not, 
I made it a rule to write a letter for each mail , 
^together, I sent over three hundred letters dur- 
ing those six years. I would write them; my wife 
would seal and post them. So we felt that the 
letters were from both of us. The boys, on their 
part, wrote by every mail. I had told them before 
they left Japan : 

“While you are abroad, you must write home 
by every mail. If you have nothing to tell, write 
that you have nothing to tell. Do not work too 
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hard. I don’t want you to come back great scholars, 
pale and sickly. I would much rather have you 
come back ignorant but healthy. Try to be eco- 
nomical in every way. But in case of illness or 
such emergency when money can help you, don’t 
hesitate to spend any amount you need.” 

With such instructions my boys came back 
happily after their six years of study abroad. 

I do not think it is particularly to be com- 
mended that I have a harmonious home and that 
I am faithful to my wife, for ours is not the only 
happy family there is. And I am not fool enough 
to take pride in li\dng a clean life as if that were 
tile only and final purpose of a man’s career. But 
strange is the reaction of society, for what I take 
to be simply ordinary behavior proves to be exem- 
plary influence at times, and in unexpected quarters. 

In the beginning my reputation in my lord’s 
household was very bad, for I was simply an 
upstart samurai who had studied some foreign 
sciences, traveled in strange lands, and was now 
writing books to advocate very unconventional 
ideas ; moreover I was finding fault with the ven- 
erable Chinese culture — a. very dangerous heretic. 
I can imagine the kind of reports made about me 
to the inner household. 

But when years passed and times had changed, 
the whole country turning inevitably toward the 
new culture, my clan came to find that this Fuku- 
zawa was not so spiteful a person as was thought, 
and that he might really prove useful in some way, 
A certain chancellor named Shimazu Yutaro was 
the first to see the situation and speak well of me 
in the feudal household. 

At that time there was a certain lady dowager 
in the household whom people called Horen-in 
Sama. She was of very noble lineage, having come 
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from the great house of Hitotsu-bashi, and now at 
her advanced age she was held in particular respect 
by the whole household. 

In conversing with this lady, Shimazu described 
much of the medicine and navigation and other 
sciences of the Western lands; also the customs 
which were very different from our own. The 
most remarkable of all the Western customs, he 
told her, was the relation between man and wom- 
an; there men and women had equal rights, and 
monogamy was the strict rule in any class of people 
— this, at least, might be a merit of the Western 
customs. 

The lady dowager could not help being moved 
by this conversation, for she had had some un- 
happy trials in earlier days. As if her eyes were 
suddenly opened to something new, she expressed 
a desire to make the acquaintance of Fukuzawa. 
When I was admitted to her presence, she found 
that I was quite an ordinary man— though often 
called a heretic, I had no horns on my head nor 
tail beneath my formal skirt. So she gradually 
began to place confidence in me. Many years later 
Shimazu told me aU about this, and then I learned 
how I was first admitted to the inner household 
of the lord. 

By this incident I am inclined to think that 
the doctrine of monogamy does have a great deal 
of power in society though it usually passes un- 
noticed. There are people who hold that it is 
ridiculous to advocate the abolishing of polygamy 
in this age. But that is a poor excuse of those 
who are in the midst of difficulties. The doctrine 
of monogamy is not pedantic. I am sure that the 
majority of people in present-day Japan agree with 
it. Especially the ladies of the higher society are 
all on my side. So I intend to work as long as I 
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live for the abolition of the unhealthy custom. It 
does not matter whom I may have to encovmter. 
I win attempt to make our society more present- 
able if only on the surface. 



CHAPTER XVI 


I DEVELOP A NEWSPAPER; A FINAL WORD 
ON THE GOOD LIFE 

A S I look back on the varied but orderly pro- 
gress of my life, I see nothing particularly 
unusual. I had some hardship in youth, and 
now I am enjoying a comfortable old age. All this 
might have happened to anyone. I am fortunate 
in that I have reached this age without having done 
an3dhing that I remember with shame or regret. 

But the world is large. There are many people 
with different ideas who give various interpretations 
and criticisms to my life and work. Especially the 
fact that I have never held a government post 
while I am not exactly ignorant of national politics 
seems to puzzle many people. Everybody in Japan, 
ten out of ten, even the himdred out of a hundred, 
are turning toward the government for a career, 
but why does Fukuzawa alone keep aloof? 

Many were the conjectures. Some people have 
even questioned me directly on this point. Fore- 
igners seem to be no less interested, for a certain 
American friend of mine has several times urged 
me to enter the government service. 

“Then,” he would say, “you can carry on 
your work more easily. It will be to your honor. 
And besides, you can make money at the same 
time.” 
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But I would laugh, and give little response to 
his kind urging. 

For a while after the Restoration, many offi- 
cials of the new government had suspected that I 
was a supporter of the old, that I was keeping 
alle^ance to the shogunate. In every transition 
period, there are what people call the surviving 
retainers of the old government. “So, Fukuzawa 
must be one of those. He lives like a recluse, but 
he must be harboring a dissatisfaction deep in his 
heart. A dissatisfied person is always dangerous.” 

But they ought to remember what this “dis- 
satisfied survivor” did at the time of the Restora- 
tion. While all the dashing followers of the Shogun 
were arguing their heads off on the problem of 
sustaining the regime, some of them actually start- 
ing a counter-revolution, I was never drawn into 
any dispute. Rather I was teUing the conspirators 
that they were fools to go on fighting, for they 
were surely going to be beaten. It is ridiculous to 
coimt me among the smrviving retainers. 

Those conspirators at the Restoration are the 
ones who should have played the part of surviving 
retainers. But curiously enough aU of them have 
left off their career in midway, and have turned to 
offer their second loyalty to the new government. 
So they, too, have failed to become surviving re- 
tainers of the old. 

At any rate I was deeply and thoroughly in 
disagreement with the policy of the bureaucratic 
shogunate. At the same time I saw no superiority 
in the imperialists, for they were even more illiberal 
than the old shogimate which they opposed. There- 
fore the only course for me was to keep neutral and 
to serve the country in my own independent way. 

By and by it appeared that the new govern- 
ment had ch^ged its policy. An audacious pro- 
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clamation in favor of the open ports appeared. 
But such a sudden show of liberalism in the gen- 
eral atmosphere of extreme conservatism could not 
impress me. I was determined to make a lone 
stand for the new culture, doing what best I could 
with my own small power. 

Then gradually the new government showed 
itself true to the proclamation, putting all things 
in our society to examination and improvement 
one after the other, finally bringing about the age 
of progress that we enjoy today. 

So happy and unexpected is the state of things 
that I have nothing now to find fault with. I 
might say that my iimer desires were all fulfilled. 
So here agzp appears a problem in my career. 
Why not join forces with the government now 
that its policy has been definitely established and 
is being carried out exactly according to my ideas? 
Would that not be a proper and natural course 
for me to take? Yet I have not the least idea of 
seeking a new career in public oflice. 

I shall relate my reasons now, and for the 
fost time. Even my wife would not know them 
in full, for I have not had an occasion to relate 
them. 

To speak very honestly, the first reason for 
my avoiding a government post is my dislike of 
the arrogance of all officials. It might be argued 
that they need to put on dignity in their office. 
But in reality they enjoy the bullying. 

The titles of nobility ought to have been given 
up with feudalism, but those men in office would 
keep them, thus contriving to place distinction be- 
tween officials and ordinary men as if the former 
belonged to a nobler race of people than the latter. 
Anyone joining this nobler group would have to 
lord it over the commoner as a natural consequence 
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whether he considered it right or not. While he 
may bully those below him, he must at the same 
time receive the bullying of those above him. This 
would be a foolish game. 

As long as I remain in private life, I can watch 
and laugh. But joining the government would 
draw me into the practice of those ridiculous pre- 
tensions which I cannot allow myself to do. 

The second reason, which cannot be but dis- 
tasteful for me to go into, is the low moral stan- 
dard of the average oflBci^. They live in large 
houses, dress weU, and are often very generous. 
They may show a splendid spirit in their political 
activities, clean and courageous. But in private 
life they have the sad habit of affecting the Chinese 
“ heroes,” disregarding the restraint that is a part of 
a man’s moral duty. They would keep concubines 
in their own houses, committing the crime of poly- 
gzimy, but they seem to feel no shame about it; 
they would not even endeavor to hide it. I must 
say that these men are promoting the new civili- 
zation on one hand and practising the debased 
customs of the old on the other. So I caimot 
help feeling that they are in this regard below my 
standards and practice. 

As long as I am keeping these men at a dis- 
tance, they are not particularly objectionable. I do 
not mind meeting them for occasional business and 
social intercourse. But working together under the 
same roof and becoming really a member among 
them— that is another tlung. I may be fastidious 
and narrow, but again, it is my nature, and I am 
as I am. 

Still a third reason that kept me from taking 
office was the sad memory I had of these men at 
the time of the Restoration. When the crisis came 
and tiie Shogun returned to Yedo defeated, great 
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was the uproar from all his retainers and adherents. 
Hundreds volunteered suggestions and plans for the 
shogunate cause: — “This great regime of three 
hundred years begun by the sacred ancestor of the 
Tokugawa must not be abandoned in a day” — 
“As loyal followers of the house of Tokugawa, 
we must not forget the three hundred years of 
benevolence bequeathed to us” — “Who are these 
men from Satsuma and Choshu, now attempting to 
attack us ? Descendants of the men whom otur an- 
cestors overcame in the battle of Sekiga-hara. How 
can we bend our knees before them and bring 
shame to our proud forebears ? ” 

Spirit ran high. Some tried to throw up a 
defense line on the Tokaido highway. Others en- 
tered ships of war and withdrew to plan some 
counter-attack. Many sought audience with the 
Shogun to plead for a last stand against the on- 
coming forces. In the intensity of their ardor many 
raised their voices and wept. It was indeed like 
an exposition of patriots and would-be martyrs. 

But after all, their zealous efforts bore no 
fruit ; the Shogun decided to surrender and retire. 
When his government was finally dissolved, some 
of the still ardent and undaxmted escaped north to 
Hakodate; others led bands of soldiers and carried 
on chance fighting in the northern provinces, while 
stiU others concealed their humiliation m their 
bosoms and went with the Shogim in his retire- 
ment to Shizuoka. 

The most ardent of these loyal partisans began 
to call Tokyo the “land of the traitors.” They 
would not even eat a piece of cake if it came from 
Tokyo. In going to bed at night they would not 
lie down with their heads pointing towards the 
capital They would not even mention the word 
“Tokyo,” nor listen to it spoken, lest it pollute 
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their mouth and ears. Their actions were much 
like those of the faithful brothers in Chinese history 
— Po I and Shu Chi. And Shizuoka seemed to 
have become the Shou Yang Shan of the new era. 

But one year passed, then two years — the “ Po 
Is ” and “ Shu Chis ” were probably beginning to 
feel the scardty of “bracken” on “Shou Yang 
Shan.” First they came down to the foot of the 
“ mountain ; ” then they entered the “ land of the 
traitors.” And furthermore, it was not long before 
they appeared at the seat of the new government 
and were seeking office ! 

With no apparent embarrassment the once 
resolute “ Po Is ” and “ Shu Chis ” and the former 
vengeful counter-revolutionists, along with nearly 
everybody else in the empire, calmly presented 
themselves at the government headquarters and 
asked for employment. I wonder how they greeted 
the officials — ^the one time “traitors.” They could 
hardly have spoken the usual salutation, “For the 
first time I behold your honored countenance,” for 
the two sides had had frequent quarrels a few 
years before. Probably they composed themselves 
and said, “ We are humble citizens of Japan whom, 
we think, you already know.” 

At any rate, they were received cordially 
enough, it seems, for in accordance with the old 
precept, “a high-minded man never speaks of past 
misfortunes,” these regenerated men from the old 
shogunate were all taken into the new government 
— aU past bitterness forgotten. Now, this would 
seem a state of things for congratulation ; hardly 
would anyone expect me to find fault with it. 
Nevertheless, I have something to say about it 

First of all, consider the essential basis of the 
division between them. Suppose the truth were 
that the diogunate had held the policy of free 
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foreign intercourse; and suppose the imperialist 
party had been opposed to this. Then if, after the 
triumph of the imperialists in the dispute, they 
had come to see their own error and turned to 
adopt the policy of open intercourse, once held by 
their adversaries ; and the shogunate, seeing their 
own policy adopted by the new government, had 
decided to join forces with it — if this supposition 
were the truth, I should certainly have nothing to 
find fault with. 

But the truth is that at the time of the Resto- 
ration there was no one who argued on this point 
The conduct of the shogunate party was entirely 
derived from the ancient doctrine of the retainer’s 
duty to his master and the three hundred years of 
the Tokugawa rdgime which they had ioherited. 
Yet when the old regime was lost, the retainers 
apparently felt that the basis of their stand was 
also gone. They turned around and offered their 
services to the new government, their one-time 
enemy, without the least show of embarrassment 

Of course, among the minor men who did not 
know the wherefore of the dispute, any change in 
attitude is excusable, but when it comes to those 
leaders of troops and commanders of war vessels 
who had made disturbances at the time of the 
Restoration, and those who in the example of Po 
I and Shu Chi swore eternal allegiance to the 
Shogun, I cannot comprehend their lo^c. 

There should be no shame in being defeated 
in a dispute. I have no nfind to accuse a man for 
having once made an error of judgment. But it 
seems to me that when a man fails in a dispute, 
it is his part to take his defeat and retire from 
active society. But there was nothing like that 
with these men. They have sought high positions 
in the rival government, and having obtained them. 
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are proud. After all, the loyalists are not to be 
trusted; the doctrine of loyalty is a fickle idea. I 
should be much happier to remain an independent 
citizen than to associate with this kind of unrelia- 
ble men. 

Not that I believe in criticizing the career of 
others, but knowing the circumstance too well, I 
cannot help feeling sorry for the shifty, faint-hearted 
group who once called themselves the loyal retainers 
of the Shogun. This, again, may be my fastidious- 
ness, but it is one of the reasons why I am free 
from political ambition. 

Now for the fourth reason— putting aside the 
matter of political allegiance and doctrine, I disliked 
that rush and disorderly struggle for office which 
passed through the whole cotmtry at the be ginning 
of the new government. Not only the samurai, 
who of course have been accustomed to holding 
offices, but even the sons of merchants and farmers 
— ^men with any kind of education at all — were 
swarming together like insects around some frag- 
rant food. Some who could not be appointed offi- 
cials sought other connections for profit as if there 
could be no chance in the world for anyone outside 
the government. Nobody seemed to realize there 
was any virtue in human independence. 

Many a time a young man returning from 
study abroad has come to me and has imparted 
his belief in an independent career, saying he would 
not think of relying on a government post. I 
usually Msten to his proud declaration with half 
credulity. And sure enough, after a while I leam 
that the same young man has been appointed clerk 
in a certain department — sometimes he has been 
lucky enough to be placed in the higher office of 
a province. 

Of course I have no business to be critidzing 
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the choice of a man’s career, but I have the feel- 
ing that this fallacy of the Japanese people is an 
evidence of the surviving influence of the Chinese 
teaching. To point out this fallacy to our people 
and lead them in the right way of modem civili- 
zation, someone must be an example. The inde- 
pendence of a nation springs from the independent 
spirit of its citizens. Our nation cannot hold its 
own if the old slavish spirit is so manifest among 
the people. I felt determined to make an example 
of myself whatever the consequence of my en- 
deavor might be. If I should be the poorer for it, 
I should live poorer ; if I chanced to make money, 
I should spend it as I wished. At least I would 
not depend upon the government or its officials. 

In my intercourse with my friends, I do what 
I can to offer them hospitality, but if it is not 
sufficient for them, they need not continue my 
friendship. I am sincere in my efforts to share 
what I have according to the means of my house- 
hold. Having done my part, it remains with those 
friends to like me or hate me, praise me or de- 
nounce me. I should not lose my head from joy 
or anger. 

All in all, I am determined to live independent 
of man or thing. I could not thmk of government 
office while I hold this principle. Then again, I 
am not particularly anxious to demonstrate that 
my principle is the right one for the rest of the 
world. If it proves good, very well; if bad, then 
that is unfortunate. I have no intention of bearing 
the responsibility of the result of my stand in the 
distant future. 

From this very full analysis of the reasons for 
my not taking a government post, it may appear 
as if I had formulated them m the beginning and 
proceeded to live accordingly. But that is not so. 
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Truly I have not been tsdng myself down with any 
theories. I have made this analysis so that there 
may be some order in my presentation of this 
survey. 

After all, in thinking over the whole of my 
attitude and my life, I may say that I am at best 
indifferent to politics. If we divide the world into 
two groups of men — old topers and teetotallers, the 
former having no interest in confectionary shops, 
the latter never entering a bar — I suppose I am a 
“ teetotaller ” in politics. 

Not that I am wholly disinterested in that 
field, for I frequently discuss the subject and have 
written upon its theories, but for the daily wear 
and tear of its practice I prefer to remain outside. 
I am like the diagnostician in the medical field who 
can judge a disease, but who cannot care for a 
sick man. So people are not to take my diagnosis 
of politics as any evidence of personal ambition. 

In the fourteenth year of Meiji (1881) there 
was an xmusual disturbance in the political world 
of Japan, and in connection with it an amusing 
incident occurred to me. During the preceding 
winter I had had an interview with the three min- 
isters — Okuma, Ito, and Inoue — who met me at a 
certain place and asked me to take charge of a 
newspaper, or official bulletin, which they were 
then planning to start. But at the time they did 
not reveal the purpose or anything about it. So I 
refused and left their presence. 

After this, certain minor officials kept coming 
to induce me to consider the matter until finally 
they revealed to me the secret that the govern- 
ment was going to open a national diet and, in the 
way of preparation, wanted a newspaper. That 
struck me as an interesting venture, so I agreed to 
think the matter over again. My tentative promise 
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was given. But time went on without any definite 
move being made. The thirteenth year passed; 
then the fourteenth had nearly gone. Yet I was 
still waiting, and there was no particular hurry on 
my part. 

Then it became evident that there was a rift 
between the principals in the high places, and sub- 
sequently Okuma resigned. The resignation of a 
minister is not a rare occurrence, but on this oc- 
casion the resignation had a wider and, I may say, 
ridiculous effect, reaching even myself. With the 
consequent shifting of many of the minor officials, 
many rumors were spread. 

One of these stories had it that the minister 
was a very wilful man, quite ready to take up any 
suggestions or projects, and that behind him had 
stood Fukuzawa supplying some of these. More- 
over, it was said that Iwasaki Yataro, the head of 
the Mitsubishi Company, was furnishing funds for 
us, that he had already given some three hundred 
thousand yew— fitting material for a fantastic play. 

After the resignation of Okuma, a general 
policy for the future was planned. Announcement 
was made for the calling of the national diet in 
the twenty-third year of Meiji. Many changes 
were brought about in other departments, notably 
in that of education. Here the Western methods 
of training were modified and the old Chinese sys- 
tems reinstated. Thus the department of education 
began to do some strange things, and even yet, 
more than ten years after the reorganization, the 
Chinese theory still permeates our general educa- 
tion. I am sure that by now the oflSlcials them- 
selves are regretting this extremity. 

It was really a temporary insanity among the 
men in ofiice. It must have brought up some very 
difficult problems for the higher chiefs. I remem- 
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ber being called to Iwakura’s residence many times, 
where he would converse with me in the seclusion 
of his “tea room” in the rear of the dwelling. He 
showed his anxiety, and said that the present dis- 
turbance was even more difficult than the insurrec- 
tion of the tenth year of Meiji. 

To me the whole affair seemed farcical. The 
government had promised the diet to the people, 
and the date was fixed for the twenty-third year 
of Meiji. That was the equivalent of an invitation 
to the people to participate in politics after ten 
years. But tiaen the government proceeded to 
carry on all sorts of harassing restrictions of the 
people. Many persons were arrested and kept in 
prison ; many were banished from Tokyo. Further- 
more, the officials were beginning to give them- 
selves high-sounding titles in imitation of the an- 
cient courtiers and feudal lords. Naturally, the 
common people were growing irritated and causing 
more difficulties. The situation was as if the host 
and his expected guests were finding something to 
quarrel over before the party had really begun. 

I took down a full account of the conditions, 
and have kept it among my private papers. But I 
have felt that I should not publish anything of so 
intimate a natiure, revealing some very disagreeable 
circumstances of the time. Once I related the 
whole thing to my very good friend, Terajima, and 
added, “ Suppose now I should go around telling 
people what I know. Don’t you think that a good 
many gentlemen in high offices would be embar- 
rassed ? ” 

Terajima, evidently surprised at this revelation, 
answered with some mischief, “Well, you are 
right. I always felt that politicians could show a 
pretty dark interior when it comes to hatching 
schemes among themselves, but now you make me 
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believe they are even worse than I thought, I 
think it might be a good lesson to them if you did 
talk a little.” 

It was evident he would have enjoyed the re- 
sult of some disclosures, but I said, “I am now 
over forty years old, and so are you. Let us re- 
member this and beware of hurting other men 
when we ourselves are growing to be pretty old 
men.” 

I have really been looking on, in all this world 
of politics, erratic and loose as it is, with amuse- 
ment. But from the inside, in the eyes of govern- 
ment officials, I must appear suspicious. 

One year when an ordinance of public peace 
and safety was issued, it was rumored that I was 
to be condemned by this new law and banished 
from Tokyo. Ono Tomojiro had heard of it from 
some close friend in the iwlice department. The 
report was that Goto Shojiro was to be banished 
along with me. I did not take the story very 
seriously, for, as I told someone, “If I am to be 
banished, why, I shall just move to Kawasaki, or 
some other nearby town. I wouldn’t mind as long 
as they don’t execute me.” 

In a few days Ono turned up writh another 
report that the idea of my banishment had been 
rescinded by the department. 

A few years later, some time in the twenties of 
Meiji, a former pupil of mine, Inoue Kakugoro, 
was involved in some affairs in Korea and was 
arrested. There followed a turmoil. The police 
even came to search my house. Then I wras called 
to the court as a witness, and was asked a number 
of very odd questions. It seemed as if they were 
not unwilling to condemn me also. 

All of that imputation has been the result of 
misjudgment on the part of the government offi- 
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cers. I have been simply amused in watching the 
reactions of other people on these occasions. 

Yet on thinking it over, I can see that it is 
only natural that I should be suspected by the 
men in politics. First of all, I am conspicuous by 
my decision to avoid office in this age of feverish 
competition for it. Moreover, a man who has no 
political ambition would usually retreat to the 
country rather than remain in the capital. But 
there I was in the midst of the city, associating 
with all men, expressing myself in speech and 
articles. I must admit further that I have not 
been altogether without some experience in causing 
political movements. For instance, there is an 
episode which only a few know anything about: 

Shortly after the insurrection in the tenth year 
of Meiji, when the whole country had settled down 
to peace and people were rather suffering from 
lack of excitement, on a sudden inspiration I 
thought of writing an argument in favor of the 
opening of the national diet. Perhaps some would 
join in my advocacy, and might even stir up some 
interesting movement. 

So I wrote an article and took it to the editors 
of the Hochi — this was before I had my own 
newspaper. I said to them, “If you can use this 
piece as your editorial, do so. I am sure the 
readers will be interested. But they must not know 
that it was written by me. So change the wording 
of it somewhat, and see how the public will take 
it. There might be some amusing results.” 

The editors were Fujita MoMchi and Minoura 
Katsundo, both young men. They took my article 
at once and began a series of special editorials on 
the very next day. At that time aU argument in 
favor of the diet was still pretty feeble. We sat 
back and waited, curious to see the results of our 
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challenge. For about a week, day by day, the 
subject occupied the editorial columns. And then 
Fujita and Minoura wrote further to challenge 
other papers to come out with direct statement of 
their attitudes. 

After a few weeks an open discussion of the 
subject had become prevalent in the Tokyo papers. 
Then it spread throughout the country. Finally 
the bolder advocates of the diet were seen travel- 
ing to the capital to present petitions in favor of 
it. Of course it caused me no slight amusement 
to see what I had started, but at the same time I 
felt a little perturbed at the extent to which the 
movement had gone. For I must admit that my 
writing was chiefly for my own amusement though 
I had hoped it would have some educational value 
also. And now that my amusement had brought 
about a national issue, I felt as if I had set fire to 
a field of grass and the fire was fast getting out 
of my control. 

There had been anticipation of a national diet 
ever since the Restoration. I really cannot consider 
myself the originator of the whole movement. But 
my long article of several thousand words which I 
wrote so carefully that any reader might under- 
stand was the immediate forerunner of the wide- 
spread discussion ; so I think I am right in believing 
that I set fire to the fuse that ignited the whole. 

Not long ago I happened to meet Minoura, and 
as I could not recall the date of that series of 
editorials, I asked him about it. He brought out a 
file of his paper and, on looking through it, I found 
that the discussion ran from July 29th to August 
10th in the twelfth year of Meiji (1879.) It did 
not strike me as so badly written on this second 
reading; and I must confess to a certain glow of 
pride when I realize that this writing has been 
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instrumental in promoting the Japanese National 
Diet. 

Calling to mind these activities of mine, I must 
admit that it is not altogether tinnatural that I 
should be suspected of having had some han d in 
various political disturbances. As my activity in 
behalf of the new representative government and 
many other innovations is of value for the country, 
it is all very well. But suppose my business should 
prove detrimental, I should, I fear, be liable for 
punishment in Enma’s nether court of judgment 
even if I might escape the scourge of this world. 

All in all, my activities with politics have been 
that of a “ dia^ostidan.” I have had no idea of 
curing the nation’s “disease” with my own hands. 
But behind all I have done, there was a wish that 
this nation of ours might be brought imder the 
benefit of the new civilization so that she might 
one day be a great nation, strong in both the arts 
of war and peace. 

I have a number of acquaintances in the poli- 
tical field, but being content in doing what I can 
with my independent power, I never have a thing 
to request of them or consult with them. My 
quiet, contented life may look strange and suspi- 
cious to those officials who have a different way 
of thinking. But I am without any iU feeling to- 
ward the present government or the men in it. 
Indeed, I feel a real obligation to the present gov- 
ernment, for my living safely and comfortably at 
this old age is entirely due to its good administra- 
tion. I can easily imagine what might have hap- 
pened to me in the feudal time, had I persisted iu 
living according to my own separate conceptions. 

In the fifteenth year of Meiji (1882) I began to 
publish a newspaper which I called the Jiji-shinpo. 
It was the year following the political outbreak 




The first number of Jiji-shinpo. It is dated 
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which had so stirred the country ; and many of my 
alumni had urged me to start a paper. 

I could see that our society was rapidly chang- 
ing. The ever-increasing competition was bringing 
about more and more of bitter rivalry and disputes. 
Recently the government had experienced a very 
provoking quarrel inside itself. It was logical to 
expect similar reaction in subsequent economic and 
industrial rivalry. The greatest need in such a 
time is for an instrument of nonpartisan, unbiassed 
opinion. But it is easy to make satisfying theories 
about nonpartisan opinion and not so easy to realize 
it in practice, for the usual man, conscious of his 
own personal interests, cannot lightly throw off his 
partisanship. As I looked about the country, I 
decided to myself that there were not many be- 
sides myself who were independent in living, and 
who possessed worthwhile ideas in their heads, and 
who could yet be really free from political and 
business ambitions. 

With this reasoning I set myself to the task of 
establishing a newspaper which became the Jiji- 
shinpo. After I had determined on this project, I 
paid no attention to certain friends who appeared 
to warn me of the difficulty in such an undertaking. 
I decided that it should be entirely my own work, 
no help coming from outside whether the circula- 
tion be large or small. As I originated the paper, 
so I could destroy it. Even if I were to fail, I 
should not feel any regret or false shame; nor 
would. my family suffer in the least. Thus fore- 
warned and forearmed, I started publication with 
no regard for outside criticism. The journal has 
continued to be successful up to this day. 

Such was my creed in business, but I must 
not overlook the credit due to my friends and 
colleagues. These men have done their part as. 
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indeed, their honesty and ability were worthy of 
the trust I have placed in them. 

In the beginning of the paper Nakamigawa 
Hikojiro had the general management ; then for a 
while Ito Kinryo ; and at present my second son, 
Sutejiro, is carrying on the responsibility. The 
first treasurer was Yamamoto Hikoichi, then Sakata 
Minoru ; now Tobari Shichinosuke is holding that 
important office. In accord with my usual nature, 

I have not entered into the minute accotmts of the 
treasury; I leave all that to the men in charge. 
Yet not once has any untoward accident occurred, 
so fortunate am I m having good men with me. 
And I am convinced that the reason for the con- 
tinued success of the whole work comes from the 
worth and ability of these men. 

In Siting the paper I encourage the reporters 
to write bravely and freely. I have no objection 
to any severe criticism or extreme statements, but 
I warn them that they must limit their statements 
to what they would be willing to say to the victim 
face to face. Otherwise, they are what I would 
call kage-benkei (shadow-fighter) attacking from the 
security of their columns. It is very easy for kager 
henkei to fall into mean abuses and irresponsible 
invectives which are the eternal shame of the 
writer’s profession. 

I am now growing old and I feel that I should 
be leaving the work to the younger men. I am 
indeed looking forward to a quiet life with as few 
duties as possible in the remaining years of my 
life. The editorials in Jiji-shinpo are now being 
written by Ishikawa Kanmei, Kitagawa Reisuke, 
Horie Kiichi, and others. And I am putting myself 
farther and farther away from the active work. 
Occasionally I recommend a subject for their treat- 
ment, and when these men submit their work to 
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me, I make some revisions as I see necessary. 
This is about the extent of my activity with the 
paper these days. 

In looking back again over my life with its 
varied flow of incidents, the translation and writing 
seem to stand out as the work which required my 
greatest effort. I could dwell much on it here, but 
as I have described it fully in the preface to my 
collected writings (Fukuzawa Zenshu,) the second 
edition having appeared this year, I shall not repeat. 
But here are some of my ideas on life and living 
that I wish to put down. 

It has been a habit of mine to be prepared for 
the extreme in all situations; that is, to anticipate 
the worst possible result of any event so that I 
should not be confoimded when the worst did 
come. For every living man there is the possi- 
bility of sudden death at aU times. To be able to 
face it with mind at peace is what any man would 
like to be prepared for always. 

And as I decided that I should not die leaving 
any debt behind me, I could not afford to take 
much risk in financial ventures. Even when tempted 
to speculate in something that promised great gain, 
I hesitated according to my habit of anticipating 
the worst possible result. I would rather be poor 
and secure than hold precarious riches. Even in 
extreme poverty I could be happy making a living 
as a masseur. I am not a man to be cowed by 
poor clothes and coarse food. Then why should I 
endure the worry of possible failure and regret for 
the gain of some money? 

Thus I have been very inactive in financial 
ventures, but whenever there was no risk of injur- 
ing my self-respect in case of failure, I did not 
stand back. During the several decades of my 
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work with Keio-gijuku, I have seen many changes. 
Sometimes the number of students has gone up ; 
sometimes it has gone down. There were times 
when our financial reserve was so low that I could 
not employ sufiEicient teachers. 

But at such times I was not in the least dis- 
mayed. I have said that if all the assistants should 
leave me, I would teach by myself as many stu- 
dents as I could handle alone. If all the students 
should leave, why, I would simply give up teaching. 
For this Fiikuzawa had not promised anyone that 
he would found a great institution ; there would be 
no obligation to anyone if I failed in my educational 
venture. Even from the time I opened the school, 
I had resolved that I would close it whenever I saw 
fit. With this resolution I was not to be dismayed 
at any emergency. 

Although I give the best of my ability to the 
management of the institution and put all my 
heart into it for its future and its improvement, 
yet I never forget that all my personal worries 
and immediate concerns are but a part of the 
“comedy” of this “floating world,” our entire 
lives but an zispect of some higher consciousness. 
And so while I am using my brain in present 
labor, my mind finds truer rest. 

Recently our alumni have started a drive for 
a foundation for the institution. I should be happy 
to see their efforts succeed and a fund collected 
for our school’s future interests. But I am looking 
on quietly at this enterprise- So likewise with my 
newspaper, I have never resolved that I must by 
all means make a success of it. It might prove a 
failure, but I am always ready for that. 

Following the same doctrine, I have never 
asked anyone to write a preface for any of my 
books. It is supposed to be an honor to have some 
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prominent man write a preface, but usually it is 
more of a publicity policy. I naturally wish a good 
reception of my books, but again, being resolved 
that I would not be dismayed by their not selling 
at all, I could not stoop to begging other men for 
prefaces which have no intrinsic value of their own. 

I am of a very sociable nature; I have numer- 
ous acquaintances, and among them I count a num- 
ber of trusted friends. But even in these relations 
I do not forget my doctrine of preparing for the 
extreme— for a friend can change his mind. Then 
the lost friend must go, but I will let no unpleas- 
antness mar my life. Suppose my friends were 
thus to be lost one after the other, and at last I 
were to find myself quite abandoned in the world 
— even then I would not beg friendship against 
my sincere feeling. I have been determined on 
this poiut since my early days, but fortunately 
there has been no need to exercise this principle. 
In the sixty odd years of my life I have been 
making friends by the thousands, or indeed, by 
the tens of thousands, but I can not recall one in- 
stance of a quarrel or a lost friendship. 

Thus I would go at my work and my personal 
associations with no selfish ambitions or fear of 
failure. WhUe on the one hand I make light of 
all affairs of this world, on the other hand I regard 
my independence with jealous respect, and I en- 
deavor to keep my fife from growing stagnant. 
This philosophy of life has brought me happily 
through all the difficult passes of my life. 

Now turning to the subject of physical hygiene, 
I must admit I have had a very bad and shameful 
habit of drinking. Moreover my drinking was 
something out of the ordinary. There is a kind of 
drinker who does not realty like the wine, and 
who does not think of drinking imtil he sees the 
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wine brought before him. But I was of the HnH 
who liked it, and wanted much of it, and moreover 
wanted good, expensive wine. 

At one time when it cost seven or eight yen a 
barrel, my expert taste could tell the better wine 
from the less expensive if there was a difference 
of even fifty sen. I used to drink a lot of this 
good wine, eat plenty of nice food with it, and 
continue devouring bowl after bowl of rice, leaving 
nothing on the table. Indeed, I was “ drinking like 
a cow and eating like a horse.” 

If I ever got badly drunk, the shame of it 
might have curbed my habit. But no shame or 
embarrassment was brought on me by intoxication, 
for its only evidence was that I talked with louder 
voice. Never was I known to grow bitter or quar- 
relsome over wine. This was rather a misfortune, 
for I grew proud of my good drinking habit, and 
at every drinking bout I would outdrink every- 
body, and take twice or even three times as much 
as all the others, calling myself the unrivaled 
drinker of the world. I should certainly be ashamed 
of this. 

However, aside from this deep drinking, I have 
always had healthy habits. Of course when I was 
little I had no set ideas, but even then I had the 
habit of not eating anything between meals. Prob- 
ably my mother never gave me things between 
the three meals. But even now the same habit 
persists with me ; especially after supper I cannot 
put an3dhing in my mouth however tempting the 
food may be. Sometimes when I have to sit up 
though the night when there is a death in a rela- 
tive’s house, or when there is a fire in the neigh- 
borhood, naturally some food will be brought before 
me, but I seldom touch it. This is a very good 
habit left by my mother- 
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I am generally very quick and pushing in most 
of my activities, so much so that my friends some- 
times make fun of me. But when it comes to eat- 
ing, three times a day, I change entirely as if I 
were a different man. When I was little, there 
was a saying that rapid eating, fast running, and 
something else were the accomplishments of samu- 
rai. I was often admonished for my slow eating. 
I, too, wanted to eat quickly, but it was impossible 
for me to pack my mouth with food and swallow 
it in gulps. 

Long afterwards I read in a foreign book of 
the benefits of chewing, and learned for the first 
timfi that my one-time bad habit was really a good 
habit. Since then I have not hesitated takLag twice 
as much time for meals as other people do. 

I have been fond of wine ever since I can re- 
member, but while I was in Nakatsu, I was still a 
child and could not be too free in its enjoyment. 
While I stayed in Nagasaki for a year, I strictly 
abstained from it. In Osaka I was quite free, but 
being always in finandal straits, I could not satisfy 
all my greed. So it was not until I came to Yedo 
at the age of twenty-five and began to have some 
comfortable reserves in my purse that I could 
really enjoy myself in this greedy indulgence. I 
would drink when visiting a friend; drink again 
when the friend came to call. In entertaining 
friends I was looking forward to the feast and 
wine more than my guests were. So, from break- 
fast till supper, I was drinking all the time. 

When I reached thirty-two or -three years of 
age, I began to wonder whether I could live the 
laigth of life that nature had given me if I went 
on drinking as I had been. Yet I knew that a 
quick abstinence would be impossible — ^I remem- 
bered my sad failure. After all, the only way was 
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to conquer my appetite slowly with a life-long 
perseverance. 

It was as hard a struggle as a Chinaman giving 
up his opium. First I gave up my morning wine, 
then my noon wine. But I was always tempted 
to take a few cups when there was a guest. Gradu- 
ally I was able to offer the cup to the guest only 
and keep myself from touching it. So far I man- 
aged somehow, but the next step of giving up the 
evening wine was the hardest of aU my efforts. It 
was impossible to give it up at once, so I decided 
to decrease the quantity gradually. My mouth 
craved while my mind prohibited, and my mouth 
and my mind were always at war. I think it was 
only after three years that I felt the outcome to 
be certain, the mouth being at length overcome. 

When I was thirty-seven, I suffered a severe 
attack of fever and barely recovered from it. At 
that time a physician friend of mine said that I 
would never have recovered if I had been the heavy 
drinker I used to be. Remembering this, I could 
never again indulge myself. It was during the 
preceding ten years that I had been most reckless. 
But since then the quantity has been steadily de- 
creasing, and whereas I was restraining myself in 
the beginning, nowadays I caimot take much even 
if I try. Probably this comes from the aging of 
my body rather than from the restraint of moral 
scruples. 

I know some reckless men who, after reaching 
the age of forty or fifty, keep on drinking more 
and more, and finally fading that our Japanese 
rice-wine is not strong enough, begin to use foreign 
whisky and brandies. There I should like to cau- 
tion them. They would be wiser to restrict them- 
selves even at the loss of a great source of pleasxnre. 
An old toper Uke myself could master his habit at 
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the age of thirty-four or -five. There are not many 
in the world who could have coped with me in my 
full capacity; many hardy drinkers are yet mere 
striplings to what I was. So I am sure that any 
of these tyros can follow in my steps if they go 
patiently and slowly. 

I was bom in a poor family and I had to do 
much bodily work whether I liked it or not. This 
became my habit and I have been exercising my 
body a great deal ever since. In winter time, 
working out of doors constantly, I often had badly 
chapped hands. Sometimes they cracked open and 
bled. Then I would take needle and thread, and 
sew the edges of the opening together and apply 
a few drops of warm oil. This was our homely 
way of curing chapped skin back in Nakatsu. Since 
I came to Yedo, I have naturally been free of any 
such hardships. One day I was thinking of the 
old days, and wrote a little verse (in Chinese form) 
which I will repeat here : 

In the spring of younger years what varied and 
lowly toil have I followed; 

Having achieved success, I must sit and smile, 
harming myself with too much ease. 

Here I sit in leisure after a hearty bath, my 
body clean and glowing; 

Yet I once took stitches with cotton thread in 
my chapped and broken hands. 

As a youth in Nakatsu I studied the art of iai 
under a master named Nakamura Shobei, because 
then unless one practised some kind of military 
art, he was not regarded as a man at all. Later, 
when I left home to take up the study of foreign 
culture, I took a practice sword with me and often 
exercised with it, for I was not doing any hard 
labor as I used to do at home. 
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In Yedo when the anti-foreign sentiment began 
to run high, and fencing became the fashion of the 
time, I gave up iai and took to the pounding of 
rice for kitchen use, for which I had had plenty of 
experience in my boyhood. 

In the third year of Meiji when I suffered 
from fever, I was very slow in recovering. A few 
months later my friend. Dr. Nagayo (Nagayo Sensai,) 
came to bid me good-bye before he sailed for Europe 
in the party of Ambassador Iwakura. He gave me 
a small bottle of quinine and said, “Now you are 
aH well from your illness. But an illness of that 
kind is liable to come back at the same time next 
year. So I am bringing you the very best medicine, 
quinine hydro-chloride, which you cannot get in an 
ordinary drug store. Keep it; you will find it useful.” 

This was kindness itself, but I was not pleased. 

“I am all through with illness now,” I said. 
“ Don’t try to keep me an invalid. I am not going 
to take that medicine.” 

Nagayo laughed and said, “This medicine will 
be useful. Don’t pretend you know so much.” 

And he left the bottle with me. He proved to 
be right, for while he was away on the tour, my 
fever returned many times. Every time I made use 
of the quinine, finally finishing the entire bottle, and 
I had not even then retiuned to my normal health. 

From my friend. Doctor Simmons of Yoko- 
hama, I learned that it was best to wear flannel 
next to the body. So I had a complete set of flan- 
nel imderwear made, even having my socks lined 
on the soles with flannel. Yet I seemed to feel no 
benefit from it. I went on having chills and tem- 
peratures at the least provocation. For two years 
I went on; even in the third year I did not find 
any improvement. 

Then one day I hit upon a new idea: I had 
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been coddling myself too much, almost to the ex- 
tent of weakening myself. Of course, if really ill, 
it would be best to follow a doctor's orders, but 
in the period of recuperation, I should know best 
how to build up a stronger body. 

Originally I was a country samurai, living on 
wheat meal and eggplant soup, wearing out-grown 
homespun clothes. Here I was t^ing to fit myself 
into the excessive care of the city-nourished with 
imported flannel clothes and many nostrums of 
civilization. It was ridiculous. My poor body must 
be dismayed by this imfamiliar amoimt of care and 
coddling. 

So I threw off all my flannels and began to 
wear my simple cotton shirts again. I gave up 
foreign clothes except for horseback riding. Also 
I tried using stoves as little as I could. I ceased 
to worry about the wind and cold, and frequently 
went out to walk in the least pleasant of weather. 
But in food I continued to take much of the foreign 
style cooking which I thought more nourishing. 
Poimding rice and chopping wood gave me the ex- 
ercise I needed every day ; often I f oimd myself 
perspiring freely and I knew I was growing stronger. 

I am now five feet nine inches tall and I weigh 
a little less than one hundred and fifty pounds. I 
have not changed much since I was eighteen or 
nineteen— -never having weighed above one hundred 
and fifty or gone below one htmdr^ and forty 
poimds, except in time of illness. This means, I 
think, a very good state of health. After that 
fever I lost much weight and for several years I 
could not recover it. However, since returning to 
my native manner of Hving, I have regained the 
former weight, and even now at the age of sixty- 
five I still maintain it. 

I cannot say too surely that this country habit 
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was the source of my return to health. It may 
have been that I was recovering an 3 ^ay, and that 
I only happened to change my maimer of living at 
that time. At least, one can safely say that th e 
country habit is not harmful as long as other con- 
ditions of living are looked after. I am not sure 
whether the wind blowing through the loose Japa- 
nese clothes on my body was good for me, or 
whether I was growing stronger for other reasons 
and could resist the cold air which is really harmful. 
Here is a problem for medical science to investigate. 

In general, since that disastrous fever of nearly 
thirty years ago, I have revised my entire system 
of living. Instead of the rough and ready habit of 
the student days and the unreasonable drinking, I 
have come to adopt the life of a gentleman. In 
the beginning I was allowing only a little time 
from my engrossing work to take care of my body, 
but as I grow older I am making the care of my 
body my chief concern. 

I go to bed early and rise early, taking a walk 
of about four miles every morning before breakfast 
in the fields of Sanko and Furukawa with my 
yoimg pupils. Then in the afternoon I spend about 
an hour in the practice of iai and in pounding 
rice. I am always regular m my meal times, and 
in this daily r^me I am constant all through the 
year in rain or shine. Last autumn I amused my- 
self writing the following poem; 

One slow boom of the temple bell reverberates 
far away in the still cold air; 

In the sky still shows the half-circle of the wan- 
ing moon. 

Wearing straw sandals, carrying a bamboo wand, 

I invade the autumn dawn. 

Passing through Sanko and crossing the Furu- 
kawa. 
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I wonder how much longer this kind of life is 
going to last. 

Sixty odd years is the length of life I have 
now come through. It is often the part of an old 
man to say that life on looking back seems like a 
dream. But for me the “dream” has been a 
particularly interesting one, full of changes and 
surprises. 

My life begun in the restricted conventions of 
the old Nakatsu clan was like being packed tightly 
in a lunch box. When once the toothpick of clan 
politics was punched into the comer of the box, a 
boy was caught on the end of this toothpick, and 
before he himself knew what was happening, he 
had jumped out of the old home. Not only did he 
abandon his native province, but he even renounced 
the teaching of the well-grounded Chinese culture 
in which he had been educated. Reading strange 
books, associating with new kinds of people, work- 
ing with all the freedom never dreamed of before, 
traveling abroad two or three times, finally he 
came to find even the empire of Japan too narrow 
for his demesne. What a merry fife this has been ! 
What changes in one man and mood ! 

Were I to dwell on difficulties and hardships, 
I might easily describe this fife of mine as a pretty 
hard one. The old proverb reminds us, “Once 
past the throat, the bum (of the food) is forgot- 
ten.” Of course poverty and other hardships were 
hard to bear. But looking backward now, they 
seem dear among the old glowing memories which 
remain. 

When I first began my studies, all that I hoped 
for was to acquire some Imowledge of the Western 
culture and then so manage my living that I should 
not become a burden upon other men. That was 
my fiurst ambition. Unexpectedly came the Resto- 
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ration, and to my delight Japan was opened to the 
world. 

Seiyo Jijo (Things Western) and other books 
of mine published during the old shogunate regime 
were written with no real expectation that they 
would interest the public at all. Even if they were 
to have some attention, I had no idea that the 
contents of the books would ever be applied to our 
own social conditions. In short, I was writing my 
books simply as stories of the West or as curious 
tales of a dream-land. Then contrary to all my 
ejqpectations these boolss were read widely and 
were even taken for guidance by the people of the 
day. Moreover, the government of the new age 
proved itself most courageous in applying the new 
feoughts. It went far beyond what was advocated 
m my Seiyo Jijo, and began to surprise even the 
author of the book himseif. 

In this unexpected turn of events I found that 
I could not be satisfied with my former ambition, 
I must take advantage of the moment to bring in 
more of the Western civilization and revolutionize 
our people’s ideas from the roots. Then perhaps 
it would not be impossible to form a great nation 
in this far Orient, which would stand counter to 
Great Britain of the West and take an active part 
in the progress of the whole world. So I was led 
on to form my second and greater ambition. 

Consequently I renewed activities with “tongue 
and brush,” my two cherished instruments. On 
one side I was teaching in my school and making 
occasional public speeches, while on the other I 
was constantly writing on all subjects. And these 
comprise my boois subsequent to Seiyo Jijo. It was 
a pretty busy life, but no more than doing my bit 
or “doing the ten thousandth part” as we often 
put it. i 
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As I consider things today, while there are 
still many things to be regretted, on the whole I 
see the country well on the road to improvement 
and advancement. One of the tangible results was 
to be seen a few years ago in our victorious war 
with China. The victory certainly was the result of 
the combined efforts of government and people. 

How happy I am; I have no words to express 
it! Only because I have lived long, I have met 
this wonderful joy. Why, then, couldn't all my 
friends live to meet it? I am often brought to 
tears for the pity of those who died too soon. 

Of course, unimpassioned thought wUl show 
this victory over China as nothing more than the 
beginning of our foreign diplomacy, but in the 
heat of the moment I could hardly refrain from 
rising up in delight. 

After all, the present is the result of the past. 
This glorious condition of our coimtry cannot but 
be the fruit of the good inheritance from our an- 
cestors. We are the fortxmate ones who live today 
to enjoy this wonderful bequest. Yet I feel as 
though my second and greater ambition has been 
attained, for everything that I had hoped for and 
prayed for has been realized through the benevo- 
lence of Heaven and the virtues of those forebears. 
I have nothing to complain of on looking backward, 
nothing but full satisfaction and delight. 

However, it seems that there is no end to 
man’s capacity for desire. I can still point out 
some things I am yet hoping for. Not ideas in 
fordgn diplomacy nor developments in our consti- 
tutional government— all these I leave to the states- 
men. But I should like to put my further efforts 
towards elevating the moral standards of men and 
women of my l^d to make them truly worthy of 
a civilized nation. Then I should like to encourage 
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a religion — either Buddhism or Christianity — to 
pacify the minds of a large number of our people. 
And thirdly, I wish to have a large foundation 
created for the study of both the physical and the 
metaphysical sciences. 

It is these three things that I wish to see ac- 
complished during the remaining years of my life. 
Though a man may grow old, he should keep 
active as long as he has his health both of mind 
and body. And so I intend to do all that lies within 
my power as long as it is granted to me. 


FINIS 



NOTES 


All the Japanese names in the translation are written in Japanese 
order; e.g., Fukuzawa is the family name and Yukichi the given 
name. It should be noted, however, that in the Introduction Presi- 
dent Koizumi writes the names in reverse (or English) order. Also, 
the translator’s name is written in English order, for that is the way 
he is known among his friends. 

The design on the cover of this book is the crest of Fukuzawa 
family, a pair of hawk’s feathers in a circle. 

On the backs of the covers are Fukuzawa's seals which he used 
on his calligraphy. 

§ xiii Sensei. Teacher, or master, a title given to a venerated 
person. 

a companion volume. This companion volume was never 
written, for Fukuzawa died in 1901. 

1 : 1 Fukuzawa’s father was named Fukuzawa Hyakusuke ; 
died in 1836 in Osaka at the age of forty-five. 

Fukuzawa’s mother spent her last happy years in Tokyo, dying 
at the age of seventy in 1874, 

Fukuzawa’s brother was named Sannosuke. 

In old Japan the chief income of a feudal lord was the rice 
which he collected as tax from the farmers of his province. After 
the larger portion of the rice had been distributed among the 
retainers as salary, the remainder was shipped to Osaka to be sold, 
for Osaka was, as it is even now, the greatest center of trade in 
Japan. Sammrai of the time regarded money as something base, or 
something belonging to the “low” merchant class, and so samurai 
of higher rank never troubled themselves with money matters, but 
left the management of their income to officers of lower rank. 

II : 25 adopted son. As the eldest son of the samurai suc- 
ceeded his father in the inheritance, younger sons were frequently 
adopted by relatives or other families without heirs. By feuda 
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custom a family with no male heir had to give up its income to 
the lord of the clan. 

g 30 a Dutch dictionary. This was Fujibayashi Taisuke's 
dictionary called Yakuken, published in 1818. 

bu, shu, mon. The basic unit of monetary system of that 
period was ryo. One bu was one quarter of a ryo, one shu was 
again one quarter of a bu. These units were represented in gold 
and silver coins. Mon was the unit of a system in copper coins. 
The rate between the two systems varied from time to time, but 
about six hundred mon corresponded to one ryo in Ansei era (1854- 
1860). One ryo was made one yen when the Meiji government est- 
ablished a new monetary system. We must remember, however, 
that one ryo in Ansei era had more than one hundred times the 
buying power of the present-day one yen. 

§ 35 go. A measure of capacity; one tenth of one sho, or 
about one third of a pint. 

IV : 69 sho. A measure of capacity, about two and a half 
sho makes a gallon. 

g 85 Grammatica and Syntaxis. ^^Grammatica en Syn- 
taxis. Uitgegeven door de Maatschappij tot nut van't algemeen" 
reprinted in Yedo by Mizukuri Genpo between 1842 and 1848. 

§ 87 Doeff. Hendrik Doeff (1777-1835). 

Halma. Francois Halma. The dictionary was really a Dutch- 
French dictionary called **Nieuw Nederduitsdh en Fransch Woor- 
denboek.” 

V : 102 T^pozu. Now called Tsukiji, Akashi-cho. The site 
of the clan estate, where Fukuzawa first began teaching, is now 
occupied by St. Luke’s International Hospital. 

§ 110 pronunciation. In the Japanese text the word ** spel- 
ling” (in kana) is used to mean "pronunciation.” This was a usual 
usage among the scholars of the time. 

VI: 112 auxiliary engine. "Hulpmachine,” a Dutch word 
for auxiliary engine, is used in the Japanese text. 

§ 113 Nakabama Manjiro. A son of a fisherman of the 
province of Tosa. In 1841, at the age of fourteen, while fishing in 
a boat, he was blown out into the ocean by a storm; was rescued 
by Captain William H. Whitfield, master of an American whaling 
vessel, and taken back to New Bedford, Massachusetts. He was 
reared and given education by a relative of the captain in Fairhaven. 
In 1849 Nakahama managed to return to Japan after some adven- 
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tures. Much material concerning him will be found in Miriam 
Library of Fairhaven, Massachusetts. 

Captain Brooke. John M. Brooke (1826-1906). 

§ 130 ronin. A ronin is a member of the warrior class, or 
a samurai, not attached to a feudal lord. He may have been dis- 
missed from service, or he may have renounced his feudal service 
voluntarily to pursue a personal aim. 

VII : 133 Kaei Tsngo. It was a translation of an English- 
Chinese dictionary which Fukuzawa brought back from San Francisco. 
It included about twenty-two hundred words and five hundred 
phrases and short sentences. 

§ 135 Among the members of the mission were: Takenouchi 
Shimotsuke-no Kami, the first ambassador; Matsudaira Iwami-no 
Kami, the second ambassador; Kyogoku Noto-no Kami, the third 
ambassador and o-meisuke; Shibata Sadataro, kumigashira ; Hidaka 
Keizaburo, treasurer; Fukuda Sakutaro, chkacki metsuke; Mizushina 
Rakutaro, shirabe-yaku ; Okazaki Tozaemon, shirabe-yaku ; Takashima 
Yukei, physician; Kawasaki Domin, physician; Ekito Shunjiro, go- 
fmhin-yaku ; Ueda Tomosuke, joyaku motojime; Mori Hachitaro, 
joyaku; Fukuchi Genichiro, interpreter; Tate Kosaku, interpreter; 
Ota Genzaburo, interpreter; Saito Dainoshin, doshin; Takamatsu 
Hikosaburo, o-kobito metsuke; Yamada Hachiro, o-kobito Tnetsuke; 
Matsuki Koan, translator; Mizukiiri Shuhei, translator; Fukuzawa 
Yukichi, translator. 

§ 143 Seiyo Jijo. This was an invaluable guide to everyone 
who wanted to study the European civilization. It proved a great 
help to the Meiji government Also it opened the eyes of men in 
business and students of general sciences to many new possibilities. 
About one hundred and fifty thousand copies of the authorized 
edition were sold. When the forged edition which was printed in 
Osaka was added, the total number amounted to no less than two 
hundred thousand. Its table of contents includes such subjects as 
political systems of European nations, methods of taxation, national 
debts, joint-stock company, schools, newspaper, library, hospital, 
poorhouse, schools for the blind and the deaf and dumb, asylum 
for the insane, museum, steam engine, steamship, railway, telegraph, 
gas light, the European ideas on society and social economy, the 
meaning of liberty and self-government; also outline histories and 
government and military organizations of all the chief countries of 
Europe and America. 

VIII : 168 iittrikislia. A carriage pulled by man power ; 
sometimes called rickshaw by foreigners. 
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IX : 185 Seiyo Tabi Ansaai. In its preface Fukuzawa says 
that he wrote this book for the benefit of those travelers who leave 
home without knowing anything of foreign countries; also, that he 
looked forward to the time when all people would become so 
familiar with foreign countries that this book need not go on being 
printed. In the appendix Fukuzawa explains the idea and practice 
of insurance which is thought to be the first mention of it in Japa- 
nese literature. 

X ; 196 batamoto. Shogun’s own retainers. 

XI : 224 an English text book. The English text book 
which Fukuzawa was using for his lectures during the battle of 
Ueno is said to be “ The Elements of Political Economy by Francis 
Wayland, D.D., late president of Brown University and professor of 
Moral Philosophy, Boston, 1866.” 

After Fukuzawa’s death, Keio-gijuku went on growing until now 
it has four university departments— Literature, Economics, Law and 
Medicine— with over six thousand students. When the students in 
the preparatory departments, junior department, night school, etc., 
are added, the total numbers over eleven thousand. The Depart- 
ment of Medicine was established in 1917 at a new site in Yotsuya. 
In 1930, the grounds at Mita and Yotsuya having grown too small 
for the increasing demands, about one hundred acres of land was 
obtained in the village of Hiyoshi between Tokyo and Yokohama. 
At present a part of the classrooms and athletic fields have been 
completed, and in the village of Hiyoshi a new college town is 
quickly growing up. 

XIII : 259 Obata linasaburo. The younger brother of Obata 
Tokujiro. When the Imperial army was marching into Yedo, in 
1868, and there was much fear of possible plunder among the 
citizens of Yedo, the American consul, Mr. Portman, kindly offered 
protection to all members of Keio-gijuku. When this offer was 
communicated, Jinzaburo stood up and said that he would not accept 
protection from a foreigner, for the present trouble was an internal 
affair of Japan with which a foreigner ought not to have a connec- 
tion. He would be ashamed to consider foreign alliance in fear of 
his own countrymen. Every member of the school agreed with him, 
and the offer of the American consul was declined with cordial 
thanks. Jinzaburo later escorted the lord of his clan to America 
where he died while attending Rutgers College in New Brunswick, 
New Jersey. His, with several other graves of Japanese men, may 
be seen in a cemetery of that city. 

§ 264 public speaking. The Japanese have always been 
familiar with sermons and story telling, but the public speaking as 



we know it today— the speech and debating— is Fukuzawa’s intro- 
duction. The word “enzetsu” (public speaking) is his own invention. 
Its first public exhibition was given at Keio-gijuku on May I, 1875, 
at the opening of Enzetsu-kan, the hall of public speaking. 


XIV :303 bookkeeping. The translation was made from 
“ Common School Bookkeeping ; embracing single and double entry '' 
by H. B. Bryant and H. D. Stratton, 1871. The translation was 
published in June, 1873. 

XV : 316 Kabuki. No. Kabuki may be termed popular play 
or commercial play for the enjoyment of plebeian class. No was an 
aristocratic form of play, patronized by the feudal nobles. The 
merchants and people of low rank in society were not allowed to 
see a performance of No, while samurai disdained to give a serious 
attention to Kabuku 

§ 317 Pear G^den. A Chinese poetical expression for theatre 
and theatrical art 

§ 318 Fukuzawa’s wife was called Kin as her given name. She 
was a fine example of Japanese womanhood, an obedient wife and 
kindly friend to all who came in contact with her. Died in 1924. 

XVI : 333 the battle of Sekiga-hara. A decisive battle in 
1600 which established the Tokugawa supremacy. 

§ 334 Po I and Shu Chi. They held to their allegiance 
with an old emperor and retired to a mountain named Shou Yang 
Shan, where they lived on wild bracken, for they disdained to 
receive anything from the new emperor or from men who had sur- 
rendered to him. One day someone suggested that the wild bracken 
might also belong to the new emperor since all the country was 
now under his power. The faithful brothers then decided they could 
not eat if even the wild herbs were part of the usurper's domain, 
and they died of starvation. Their life is the classic example of 
loyal men. 

§ 354 Dr. Smunons. Duane B. Simmons, an American who 
arrived in Japan in 1858, established a hospital in Yokohama, and 
rendered much valuable service to the medical profession in Japan. 
When he retired from active life, Fukuzawa who was on a very in- 
timate terms with him built a new house on his Mita grounds and 
invited him to come and live there. Dr. Simmons died there in 
1889 at the age of fifty-nine. The house is now used as a sort of 
club house for the faculty and students of Keio-gijuku— called 
Banraisha. 
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Fukuzawa suffered the first attack of apoplexy in 1898 from 
which he once recovered, but died on the third of February, 1901, 
after he suffered the second attack. 
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Nakajima Saburosuke, 186 4 
Nakamigawa Hikojiro, 289 33, 
346 3 

Nakamura Kyoan, 92 24 
Nakamura Ritsuen, 190 13 , 24555 
Nakamura Shobei, 353 31 
Nakanishi Yodayu, 250 5 
Namamugi Affair, 148 17 , 153 16 
Nanbu Yahachi, 163 31 
Narahayashi, 41 10 
Narishima Ryuhoku, 252 25 
Neale, St. John, 157 19, 161 12 
Nezu Kinjiro, 113 10 
Noda Tekiho, 9 13 
Numata Unpei, 68 26, 70 55 

Obata Jinzaburo, 259 15; see note 
for P. 259 

Obata Tokujiro, 195 27, 244 26, 
250 30, 294 1 

Ogasawara Iki-no Kami, 157 5 
Ogasawara Kenzo, 273 5 
Ogata Koan, 37 22, 42 23 , 43 17, 
53 37, 93 23, 167 34, 307 2, 
312 55 

Ogata Mrs., 65 23, 204 7, 262 5 
Ohashi Eiji, 284 29 


Ohashi Rokusuke, 28 8 
0“Jun, see Fukuzawa's mother 
(0-Jun) 

Okabe Dochoku, 28 37 
Okada Izo, 113 10 
Okami Hikozo, 100 6, 301 24 
Okamoto Shukichi, 101 35; see 
Furukawa Setsuzo 
Okubo Ichizo (Okubo Toshimichi), 
160 13 , 162 2, 164 21, 256 17 
Okudaira Iki, 24 2, 25 36, 26 13, 
48 35, 100 18, 295 15 
Okudaira Yohei, 26 27 
Omura Masujiro, 109 19, 168 18; 

see Murata Zoroku 
Ono Tomogoro, 113 4, 176 24, 
186 32, 187 30 
Ono Tomojiro 341 17 
Osakaya Gorobei, 281 5 
Otsuki Shunsai, 102 28, 283 23 

Pear Garden, 317 4; see note for 
P. 317 

Po I and Shu Chi, 334 5; see note 
for P. 334 
Portman, 218 27 
Pruyn, Robert H., 176 7, 177 37, 
178 22 

Rai Sanyo, 9 3, 9 10 
Rekko, 12 26 

Richardson, 148 18, 153 16 
ronin, see note for P. 130 
ryo, see note for P. 30 

Saigo, 277 26 
Saito Kingo, 162 2 
Sakata Minoru, 346 7 
Sano Eiju, 204 15 
Sasakura Kiritaro, 113 3, 119 36 
Seiyo Jijo, 143 5,3585; see note 
for P. 143 
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Seiyo Tabi Annai, 185 19; see 
note for P. 185 

Sekiga-hara, 333 11; see note for 
P. 333 

Seki Shinpachi, 183 2, 219 22 
Senbaya Suguemon, 30 23, Z117 
Seward, 219 31 

Shigeno Konojo, 160 12, 162 1 
Shima Yasutaro, 129 37 
Shimamura Teiho, 103 8 
Shimazu Awaji-no Kami, 161 33 
Shimazu Yutaro, 326 32 
Shimizu Usaburo, 160 17, 162 10, 
163 14, 164 9 
Shinchi, 74 9 

Shinsenza, 154 24, 188 12, 209 13, 
222 3, 232 15, 253 10, 284 19, 
293 2 

Shiraishi, 8 10, 47 34, 231 8 
sko, see note for P. 69 
Shou Yang Shan, see note for P. 
334 

shu, see note for P. 30 
Shu Chi, see note for P. 334 
Shungaku, 12 26 
Siebold, Alexander, 160 24 
Simmons, Dr., 354 28; see note 
for P. 354 
So, 165 13 

Suganuma Magoemon, 193 9 
Suganuma Shingoemon, 300 18 
Sugi Koji, 100 13 
Sugita Gentan, 153 36 
Sugiyama Matsusaburo, 38 32 
Sutejiro, 211 13, 319 10, 346 6 
Suzufuji Yujiro, 113 4 
Suzuki Giroku, 42 10, 90 8 
Syntaxis, 85 25; see note for P. 85 

Tadaki Tosa, 267 26 
Taka San, 314 13 

153 36, 257 12 


Takahashi Juneki, 70 5, 80 12 
Takamatsu Hikosaburo, 171 10 
Takiguchi Yoshiro, 303 26 
Tanaka Fujimaro, 324 8 
Tanaka Hatsutaro, 68 23 
Tanaka Jubei, 174 34 
Teppozu, 102 23, 106 21, 171 20, 
188 9, 222 2; see note for P. 102 
Terajima Tozo, 159 14, 164 21, 
198 1, 215 10, 340 28; see 
Matsuki Koan 
Tezuka, 73 6 
Tezuka Ritsuzo, 151 21 
Tobari Shichinosuke, 346 8 
Tojo Reizo, 151 6 
Toki Tarohachi, 318 36 
Tomita Tetsunosuke, 267 22 
Tozuka, 253 8 
Tsuda Shinichi, 208 37 
Tsuruta Senan, 93 2 

Ugai Yaichi, 162 1 

Van Reed, 162 25 

Wada Yoshiro, 259 30 
Wakiya Usaburo, 170 20 
Weiland, 88 7 

Yagimoto Naotaro, 214 23 
Yamada Hachiro, 141 16 
Yamada Kensuke, 76 18 
Yamada Sueharu, 314 18 
Yamamoto Hikoichi, 346 7 
Yamamoto Kinjiro, 113 6 
Yamamoto Monojiro, 24 6 , 28 26, 
56 24 

Yanagawa Shunzo, 216 21 
Yoshinobu, Shogun, 188 19, 205 
27, 209 8, 332 37 
Yoshioka Yuhei, 113 7, 116 25 
Yuri Kosei, 179 6 
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